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EXPLANATION 
OF THE | 


PLAN OF THE PARACLETE. 


a THE great altar, though due weſt. 
35 Door from the quadrangle. 
c The ſacriſty, or veſtry. 
ddd The grille, or grate, RY the ö 
from the ehoir, 
ee A door to the cloiſter. 


JF A private altar. 
g Apiece of ſculpture repreſenting the Trinity, 


and which was executed in Abelard's time, by 
his deſire, as an anſwer to his enemies, who 
charged him with denying the Third Perſon— 
and, being in one piece of ſtone, was often re- 
ferred to as explanatory of his meaning, 

55 The nuns ſtalls. 

21 The organ, 

& A paſſage leading to the private * over 
the abbatial vault. 

A door into the ſaid chapel. 

m A trap-door to let down the dead 1 into the 
abbatial vault, 

un The ſkeletons of Abelard and Eloifa, * 
lying next the wall. The der jaws of both are 
deſtroyed - but the bones and cheir cartilages are, 
ſtill, entire. 


BAGATELLES. 
In this Collection is 3 „ 


Fragment : oꝛ, Allen and Glla. 


Which 


(UNKNOWN ro rn AUTHOR) 


Appeared ſome Years ſince under the Title of 
TOLLIN and LUCY, 
To which is ſubjoined, 

A Journey to, and eb of, the | 


FARA LE 


Near the City of Troyes, in Champagne, where 
Abelard and Eloiſa were buried. 


Nunc werſus et cetera ludicra, pono! Hor. 


ALL BY THE SAME HAND. 
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I PETER VALLETE, Es. 


1 
1] FNEDICATIONS to noblemen, or titled 


ö commoners, remind me of thoſe un- 
bappy ignorants, who, in pretending to de- 
7 ſcribe the beauty of any country, generally 
mention what great buildings are to be ſeen 
there; and negle& informing us of the cot- 
tage, which ſhall, perhaps, have more neat- 
Z neſs, and elegance without; and, of courſe, 
more happineſs and hoſpitality within, than 
the proudeſt of thoſe ſtructures may, fo 
vainly, boaſt--- 

3 ---1, therefore, addreſs this to you, Sir! 
7 and have anticipated the ſentence of but too 

many by the title it bears---Nay, which it 

| | F. will 
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"þ DEDICATION. 


will, I fear, ſo well merit even from your 1 


benevolent felf--- | 


| If I have taken, Sir ! a, perhaps, unbe- 5 
coming advantage, by your abſence ; which, N 
had you been in England, your modeſty would 
have, no doubt, refuſed ; all I can ſay in my 


Juſtification, is, that you deſerve, if you may 
not deſire, it--- 

--- Tis a tribute, Sir! though a ſmall one, 
of that friendſhip I owe. to You, and ever 
muſt ! in accepting me your guardian---and, 

when it was neceſſary, on ſo feeling an occa- 
ſion as was your own, to leave England behind 
us, it flattered me not a little that you at once 


acquieſced---and, though of fuch an inde- 
1 fortune, never looked back upon our | 
travels, or exerted an orphan's power, even | 


when your mind was moſt -blifter'd---and 
which, at that tender ape, 1s apt to be leaſt 
curable--- 


--. What offer to you, Sir | was often your | 


2muſement on the road, when even the moſt 
intimate, daily together in the ſame equi- 
page, and unaſſiſted by freſh company, are 

obliged, 


r 


DEDICATION. ii 


f obliged, often, to reſort even to mere trifles, 
q the better to puſh on the minute hand of 
4 time, if fatigue, ſometimes, and, often, ill- 
7 neſs, forbid more material diſcourſe— 


---They were moſt of them compoſed, if 


q ſuch trifles may deſerve that ſerious appellation, 
2 at an age when rhime is but too—too apt to 
2 lord it over reaſon ; and judgement, as often, 
is found to give way to the almoſt irreſiſtible 


torrent of fancy, which wantonly riots at 


7 the expence of wiſdom— 


— The trouble of granting copies, and its 


7 ſure conſequence, ſtil] mutilated extracts ap- 
7 pearing againſt me, in all proſtitute corners of 
news- papers and magazines, I was adviſed to 


exert my right—and, though a lord's pepper- 


corn may feem an object of indifference, yet 
s it a neceſſary claim 


As for any more productions, while we 
were ſo long under the roof of a gracious 
ſovereign, they are tranſlations, or, rather, 
imitations, of the Claſhes; which, being 
dreſt up with German anecdotes, would be 
diſpleaſing, perhaps, to Engliſh ears—but, at 

3 | the 


iv DEDICATION. 


the beſt, draw on me more envy, here, than 
I ever found at that illuſtrious court, only F 
becauſe the ſaid compoſitions would diſcover 
how the monarch may delight in being the f 
man, and having the priviledge of every 
the meaneſt ſubject the choice of a private 


friend though amidſt public life — 


But theſe honors, however, originally | 
flow from yourſelf---'T was your wiſh, Sir! 
to ſtay at that court---it immediately became 
my own; and the length of time gave me op- | 
portunities of recommending myſelf, which a | 


ſhort ſojourn could not have effected--- 
—You will not, I hope, Sir | abate your 

friendſhip, becauſe I am, once, caught in the 

fact of printing—Authors, indeed, are, in ge- 


neral, the reverſe of all other objects They 


magnify by diſtance—they diminiſh by ap- 
proach—lt reminds me of a city in perſpective, 
where the towers, the ſpires, and lofty parts 
of it, are ſcen with admiration ; but, on a 
nearer approach, we diſcover narrow ftreets, 
offenſive objects, perhaps—t1l1 we are, almoſt, 


led to repent we ever quitted our firſt diſ- 
tance; 


3 DEDICATION. » 


Snce; and wiſh, again, though too late, to 
he thus, happily, deceived as before 
Ehe curtain of your youthful fallies 
1 eing, now, dropt, by an approach to teſ- 
Jamentary age, your friends, and myſelf 
among that number (if you will do me the 
ly Fourteſy to reckon on my veracity) expect to 
r 1 Fee you act a conſiderable part in the theatre 
ne pf life; and which your extended fortune, 
p- more particularly, calls upon you for Inſo- 
a much! that your faults, equally as virtues, 
pill be, then, more conſpicuous, in pro- 
ir Portion as you are, thus, ſet up to public 
e View 
EI ſhould I deſerve former friendſhips 
From the beſt-natured and moſt generous of 
men, not to give it, thus, under my hand, 
that I may never recede from it—what I 
often advance in private, ſpite of my inten- 
1 ſtions, but ſeldom reaches you— 
Vet do I, daily, beg of many who, with- 
out any judgment of their own, dare to judge 
got you by appearances, only, that they would 
gout endeavour to copy your good heart, if their 
| own 


vi DEDICATION. 


A f 
own heads are ſo finiſhed, and which I much 
doubt, as not to want a further improve 
ment themſelves 


—As to the volume! it is not the quan- 
tity, but quality, of readers, I ſhould wiſlt 
—And, if I can but obtain your, and a few 
others, approbation, I little care how great 
the majority of ſome readers is againſt me 6 
/ ar 

—[ beg pardon for this intruſion on yourg-V 
hours of buſineſs, or minutes of amuſement For 
and d 1 


Have, truly, the honor to be, : 


Kingſton on Thames, : | + on | | 
July 10, 1767. With all gratitude, &c. 


True AUTHOR, 


TO THE READER. 


ANY of the following may ſeem, 
reads VI perhaps, to want a key, the better to 
— @plain them—but preparatory titles would rob 
Dany of a pleaſure in gueſling their meaning 
ou - While others, with all initial aſſiſtance, 
nt Would never be ſprightly enough, perhaps, 
p find any at all—It appears very viſible, 

at the ode, in page 102, alludes to a preſent 

an handkerchief—As does that in the 31ſt, 

d ſome words in a private letter of this na- 
re You are now at reſt; and, perhaps, 

c. & dreaming of me As the lady was a con- 
ert ſoon after the letter from Rome, in page 

30; this method of treating their ridiculous 

elics might, perhaps, have haſtened it, pre- 
rably to all the elaborate diſcourſes of ſo 
rofound a divine as is a Dr. B=—, or a Dr, 


R. — t. 


N. B. 


- — 
rr * 


: TO THE READER. 


N. B. What is offered of Horace, ii 
only, meant as a general alluſion to th: 
author, adapted to a particular occaſion An 
if, in the journey to, and deſcription of, thi 
Paraclete, T have not deſcended to many mor 
mere, mere trifles, it was for want of fo circun 
Aantial and minute a pen as that of a Di 

 D——, 1 


E 1 KATA 


Page 52, I. 5, read, Where friendſhip, ever, ſhall be In 
Pe 55, J. 11. for firaw roof, r. roofr, p. 58, J. 1, r. can < 
rake away. p. 73, 1. 11, for tears, r. fears, p. 74, l. 11, fl 
muſt, r. will, p. 87, 1. 7, for pr ytbee, r. pray ye. p. of 
I. 3. for but, r. yet. p. 107, I. 7, for that, r. the, p. 136, 
21. for J, r. be. p. 193. I 2. for ever, r. ſurely. . 


A BAGATELLES. 


The LOVER and. the FRIEND. 


| | J. 

N U NDU'D with all that could adorn, 
Or bleſs, the firſt and faireſt born! 
A Soul! that looks ſuperior down, 
et giddy Fortune ſmile or frown ; 
ith Age's wiſdom, not her years, 
BSTELLA, all excellence appears! 


be 2 hen, who can blame me, if I blend 
= 4 The Name of Loves, with the FRIEND? 
by : 
p. 9 


II. 


Like Noah's dove, my buſy breaſt 
&Has rov'd to find a place of reit! 
Some faithful boſom, to repoſe, 
And huſh, the family of woes. | 
3 | B „„ 


136, 


2 BAGATELLES. 
Then, do I dream? or, have I found 
The fair and hoſpitable ground? 

Ah! Quit your ſex's rules, and lend 
A Lover's wiſhes to the FRIEND. 


III. 


Abſence, I try d but try'd in vain! 
It heals not, but upbraids my pain; 
For Thee! I'd bear the reaper's toil, 
For Thee] conſume the midnight oil: 
Then, to your judgment, wou'd I owe 
All that I read, and write, and know: 
Can thoſe who wiſh, like me, pretend 


To part the Loves and the FRIEND? 


IV. 


Come, then ! and let us dare to prove 
Diſintereſted ſweets of love ; 

For, gen'rous love no dwelling finds 
In poor and mercenary minds : 

Laugh at life's idle flutt'ring things; 
Look down, with pity upon kings; 
Careleſs! who like, or diſcommend, 
Bleſt in the Lover and the FRIEND! 
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BAGATELLES. 2 


Vi; 


Oh! come, and we'll together haſte, 

XZ O'er life's uncomfortable waſte ; | 
Bear the ſharp thorn, to find the roſe, 
And ſmile at tranſitory woes; 

b Keep the bright goal of Hope in view, 
Nor, look behind, as others do; 
Till Death, and only Death ſhall end. 
At once the Love and the Friend.“ 


The original copy of this bears date previous to the 


kate ingenious Mr, More's production. And, as it was read 
to him, in an hour of intimacy, perhaps ſomebody prevail- 
ed on him to write one ſimilar, | 


— Aœ—“ꝛ ——ä—ũ— ⁴ͥ— —— ——— — 


„ AA 


1 O 


a LADY IN DISTRES 


O 5 the tear from ſorrow's eye, 
T And ſtop the unavailing figh ; 
Tho), all a ſtranger can beſtow, 

Tis ſomething, ſure, to melt at woe! 
Kindly to feel, what others feel, 
And bluſh the frailty to reveal ! 
Untold, by ſympathy, to find- 

The ſtruggles of a virtuous mind; 
To few, alas! this ſxill is giv'n, 
For tis the fav'rite giſt of Heav'n. 


To {mooth the wretched bed of pain, 
And bid the dying—live again | 

For charity, by greatneſs led, 

Can all, alas! but wake the dead; 
This, only, can the wealthy ſhare ! 
But wealth, unkindly! flies from care: 
And, cruelly, his viſit pays, 

To health and joy, and happier days. 


8. 


Then 


ep — 14. 


hen 


BAGATELLES. 5 


Then tell me, you, who may o' erlook 
Fair Nature's wide unerring book; 
And, you, who daily read mankind, 
Oh! ſay, can pity be refin d? 
Compaſſion, mercy, ſweetly prove 


Fair friendſhip, charity and love. 


Tis the ſoft deſcending rain 

On the parcht and ruſſet plain, 
Which, companion of the ſpring ! 
Bids the valley laugh and ſing. 


Tis the kind autumnal dew, 

O'er the lilly's ſick'ning hue; 

Pleas'd * (unknowing, and unknown) 
Thus to make the world her own. 


'Tis the ſouthern wind that blows — 
Friendly! midſt eternal ſnows— 
Gales ! that cheer the drooping ſage, 
Op'ning hopes on hopes in age. 


"Tis the ſun's enliv'ning ray 
Driving night's ſad ſhade away, 
Cheering the bewilder'd ſwain 
Who deſpair'd to live again. 
5 B 3 "Tis 


enn 


"Tis the all in all we have, 

Tis our comfort in the grave! 
From the woeſul hour of birth 

'Tis the heav'n of heav'ns on earth, 


* Portia, in the Jew of Venice, ſpeaking of Mercy, ſavs z, 4 


ce It falls! as does the gentle dew, from Heav'n, 
« Upon the vale, beneath: it is twice bleſt 
ce It bleſſes him that gives, as him that takes, 


TO 


BAGATELLES. 7 


T 0 


IrHE SAME, AT PARTING. 


358 


I. 
E O' fairer than the lilly's hue 


Whoſe ſnowy bell, yet weeping 1 
Jo meekly bends to earth! 


Tho? ſparkling, daily, from afar 


| Each eye appears that welcome ſtar 


Which gives the morning birth. 


II. 
vet! blame not me, if, ſilent ſtill, 
I let each coxcomb talk his fill, 
And flatter ev'ry grace : 
I have a thouſand proofs, in ſtore, 
That beauty is a charm, no more 
Than while we view the face. 


WE . 
One bright perfection, in the mind, 
Will leave each dimpling grace behind, 
That ne'er returns, again! 
Preſent? 


8 BAGATELLES. 


Preſent! I own your face may charm ; 
But, abſent! only minds can warm 
And turn, to pleaſure, pain. 


LV. 


Then, give me that which may endure! 
And prove, in baniſhment, a cure 

To ev'ry human woe ! 
The flow'rs of May ſhall ſtrew the ground; 
But know the laurel will be found 

Amidſt December's ſnow. 


91 | Left 


FAGATELERS 56 


Leftin a Cox FESSION-Box, at an ENGLISH 
CoNVENT, in BRUSSELS, 


I, 


IT H hands, high- erected, and up- 
lifted eyes; 

Confeſs me your ſins, child! each —_ Cries, 
As beauty approaches the ſtool, 

The keys, like St. Peter, of Heav'n I keep: 

You have nothing to do, but confeſs and to weep, 
Sweet ſalvation's infallible rule. 


— II. 


But, as to your follies, and failings, my dear! 
Keep them to yourſelf, for I ne'er interfere 
In matters ſo endleſs as thoſe. 
bſolution is, there, in your pow'r alone. 
ou may weep, and repent, or, may let it alone. 
Believe me, I'Il not interpoſe. | 


III. 


Dear, reverend father, fair Cloe replies, 
thank you for all your angelic advice: 


elt 
ef But, truſt me, tho' here at your ſtool, 


The 


3 BAGAT ELLE S. 


The woman who, weakly, her errors avows, 


Diſgraces her ſex, and, that inſtant, allows 
Ev'ry ſchool- boy to call her a fool. 


IV. 


To blindfold an huſband is, truly, a joy; 
The firſt, and the laſt, of our ſex's employ, 
From the cradle quite on to the ſhroud : 


T 


Then, tell me! ye critics in hearts, if you can, 
How a poor filly woman ſhall conquer her man, N. 


If the trumpets her follies, aloud ! | 


V. 
We better are taught, at our infantine hour: gu 
Too well! mothers know what ſupports their 


own pow'r, 

Not to tutor their daughters when young. 
No, no! all my fins I will, freely, confeſs : 
And Tl truſt Heav'n and You with all theſe 

more or leſs, 
But I'll die, e're L own myſelf wrong. Irn 


BAGATE LL Es. it 


To a LADY. 


J. 


ES! if reaſon could heal but a third of 
thoſe cares 
Which fancy, too often, will prove; 

Then the hermit might wander at veſpertine 
in, pray'rs; | | 
jan, Nuit his Heav'n, and divine St. Cecilia's airs, - 

For mere earth, and the muſic of love, 


II. 


: But, alas! while we, wantonly, nibble the bait, 

heir Perdition, too ſurely, is found: 

and pleas'd, for a while, with the elegant cheat, 

e ſwallow the hook, we invite our ſad fate! 
And we bleed, er'e we think of a wound. 


theſe 
III. | 
Thrice happy the infant! who, wrapt up in joy, 
With his bauble amuſes the day; 

ow beholds, and now loves, the dear inno- 

cent toy; | 
Then, at night! when his fancy begins but to 

cloy, 
To Can forget, and, can ſleep it away | ' 


By BAGATELLES. 


IV. 


Ah! who'd be man, then? or, to manhood aſpire * 
So dearly we pay for our love, 
If we view but your beauty! o'courſe we admire! 
Then! kindles that ſtrange un-accountable fire 
Which not reaſon, nor time, can remove. 


V. 


Then ſhew us, ye moraliſts, ſhew if you can, 
Where ſprings the Platonical flow'r ! 

The BEE, that gives honey, gives alſo a wound: 

With the ſweet, but too often ! a bitter is found 
That defies e'en philoſophy's pow'r. 


Leſt 


CH. 88 


>» ＋ 2 ＋ 


2 2 
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BAGATELLES. 13 


Left in a Temple at HAGLEY-PAR k, the 
Scat of the R. H. Lord LYTTLETON. 


aſk'd the living, and the dead, 

Where, where, alas! is virtue fled ? 
The anſwer, was, Too curious man! 
Seek her, and find her, if you can. 


Long, long, I rov'd! but, in the dark, 
From ſeat, to ſeat, from park, to park : 
The fond purſuit, ſays I, is vain, 

So I'll betake me home, again! 


| The firaw-rooft cottage, built to pleaſe, 


Or cheat the mind, with dreams of eaſe; 
If guilt prevails, (for what is worſe ?) 
The remedy, becomes a curſe. | 


Here ! innocence, and virtue, meet, 

To form an un-decaying ſeat. 

Here ! friendſhip, love, and honor, join'd, 
A cottage build in ev'ry mind. 


No more! I tread EuTorzan ground, 
Virtue, at HacLey-Parx is found: 
8 Go 


14 BA GATE LL ES. 


Go! aſk the maſter for the key, 
He ne'er denies it you, or me! | ” 4 


He, keep a key! who can impart 
Each bleſſing of the nobleſt heart; 
Who deals, in eloquence, away 
That virtue, which can vice diſmay ! 


Tis true! but, yet, of later date 

The truſt is, rather, found Too GREAT; 
Nor think the poet nods, or ſleeps, | 
It is the only xxr K 1 


* Alluding to his Gardens and Houle being ever open ti Ru 
Strangers, | Bei 
ir 


en to! 


Te 


BAGATELLES. 15 


To Miſs AucusTA AYsCOUGH, on her 
BIRTH-DA x. 


OUNG, * as Jam! yet, as, a friend, 
I muſt, with diffidence, pretend 

4 On this important day to ſhew, 

What thouſands can't; or dare not do! 

a Truth, is the word, that ſtranger, truth 
To kings, courts, beauty, and to youth! 


hat paſt, in life, till in your TEENS, 
count as ſpent behind the ſcenes ! 
ut, now! the curtain fairly drawn, 
Behold your part is coming on! 


Firſt, let no ſervant, (man, or, woman) 
ngage a queſtion, more than common: 

By this expedient ! tho? you gain 

The character of proud, or vain, 

Yet know, fair creature ! from that hour 

Your happineſs is in your pow'r. 


As, now! the time will ſoon approach 
For love, and paſlion, to encroach ; 


"© 2 Next 


16 BAGAT ELLE S. 


Next of the very roy keep clear! 

That feather, in a lady's ear, 

Who, by the dint of mere purſuing, 
Will teaze, and tickle you to ruin. 
The creature, by this mark, is known, 
He cannot bear to be aLONE. 


The beau is innocent enough, 

And will not ſwallow a rebuff: . 
Him you may, ſafely, keep in play; 
As he's, ſo eaſy, put away, | 

For, ſhou'd you not commend his hair, 
The inſect quits you WITH AN AIR» 


But, above all! avoid and paſs 
The formal, and diſputing, aſs: 
He neither can delight, nor prove 
The leatt advantage in his love. 


All miſers ſhun like BEASTS OF PREY; 
All book-worms, too, no leſs than they: 
Av'rice as odious, juſt, I find, 

Or in the pocket, or the mind, 


But, if---and ſure, you need not learn 
How to diſtinguiſh, and diſcern :; 


The 


BAGATELLES. 17 


; The juſt reverſe of theſe appear, 
Who anſwers to this character, 


3 Modeſt ! as virgin of fifteen, 


In matters better hid, than ſeen : 


Of converſation gay, but, neat! 
And, without atheiſm, a wit. 
In reaſoning, cool and clear as water, 


Merry ! but, never prone to laughter. 
Of carriage, humble ! yet, I mean, 


Wich pride, enough, to keep him clean: 


If ſuch, I ſay, you chance to find 
On this ſide twenty, be inclin'd 


(Maugre what cuſtom may enact) 


At once, to do a genrous act: 


| And, ſpite of what a world may vent, 


This way to purchaſe rich content: 


One grain of which, by far, outweighs 
7 A coach, a ribbon, and his grace. 


A word! and, then, I drop the curtain--- 
Once! when, I aſk'd my lady Fortune 


A little favor to beſtow: 
As you know when, and, you knoy ho- 


3; Such! 
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Such! as, without a more, or leſs, 

Leads to the path of happineſs, | FT 
She ſmil'd then bid me wait on you; 

And ſaid there was enough for Two. 


* The Author conceals himſelf here as if a Minor un- 
known, | | 4 
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Lines on an UPRIGHT Grave-Stone, in the 


Gardens of Jo NATHAN TI YERs, Eſq. at 
DENBIGH, in SURRY. 


OO oft! tl” unthinking part of human 
kind, 


Punctual to folly, or in vice, we find ! 

; When pleaſure calls, or fancy leads the way, 
FThe giddieſt knows, and keeps, th*appointed day; 
While ev'ry trifler, cries ! * Since life's a breath, 


Fo- morrow nothing ſhall prevent but death.“ 


es 


hy muſt the tongue, alone, that word impart? 


; Why comes it not, ye thoughtleſs ! from the heart? 


Why, againſt ev'ry other debt prepare, 


And nature's, ſtill, more certain debt forbear? 
Death is the certain end of all who live: 


Health, may prolong ! but can't the debt forgive. 
Then why procraſtinate the wholſom hour ? 
When the next moment is beyond our pow'r! . 
Millions have liv'd upon to-morrow*s name, 
And, dying! found to-morrow never came. 


Enter the gate! unleſs your pauſing mind 


Unwilling leaves the glitt'ring world behind! 
Theſe ſcenes a momentary Heav'n can ſhow : 
For contemplation's all the Heav'n we know. 

| ; Wrote 
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Wrote on a TERM in the ſame Gardens, i 
which is pointed by a Male Skull, on 


entering the TEMPLE OFT DEATH. 


H V, flart! the caſe is your's, or will be | 


ſoon |! 


Some years, perhaps !---perhaps, another moon; 


Life, in its utmoſt ſpan, 1s ſtill a breath; 


And thoſe who longeſt dream, muſt wake in 


death. 


Like you ! I once thought ev'ry bliſs ſecure, 
And gold, of ev'ry ill, the certain cure; 


Till! Reep'd in ſorrows, and beſieg'd with pain, L 


'Too late I found all earthly riches vain ; 


Diſeaſe, with ſcorn, threw back the ſordid fee: 
And Death, ſtill anſwer'd—what is gold to me? 


Fame, titles, honors! next I, vainly, ſought; 
And fools, abſequious, nurs'd the childiſh 
thought, | | 


Circled ! with brib'd applauſe, and purchas'd | 


praiſe, | 
I built on endleſs raptures, endleſs days! 


Tilt 


AGA Is 


rin death awak'd me, from a dream of 
And laid a prouder beggar by my ſide, 
on 
Pleaſure, I courted, and obey'd my taſte ! 
The banquet, ſmil'd, and fmil'd, the gay repaſt; 
| be A loathſom carcaſs was my conſtant care, 
And worlds were ranſack'd but for me to ſhare! 
60o on, vain man! to luxury be firm; 
Yet know I feaſted, but to feaſt a worm 


in 


Already, ſure ! leſs terrible I ſeem, 
And you, like me, can own that life's a 


in, 


dream; 


21 
pride, 


Farewell! remember! nor my words deſpiſe: 
The only, happy! are the early wiſe. 


\ 


Under 
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Under another TERM pointed with 2 
Female Skull. 


wiſe! 
Nor turn, from ſad mortality, your eyes : 


Fame, ſays, and fame, alone, can tell how true! 


I, once, was lovely, and, belov'd like you. 


Where are my votaries ? where, my flatterers, 


now ? 
Fled ! with the ſubje& of each lover's vow : 
Adieu! the roſe's red, and lilly's white, 
Adieu! thofe eyes, which made the darkneſs 
light, 
No more, alas! that coral lip is ſeen : 
Nor Jonger breathes the fragrant gale, between. 


Turn, from your mirror ! and behold, in me, 
At once what thouſands can't, or dare not, ſee! 
Unvarniſh'd, I, the real truth impart, 

Nor, here! am plac'd, but to direct the heart: 
Survey me well, ye fair ones! and believe, 
The grave, may terrify, but, can't deceive. 


LUSH not, ye fair! to own me, but, be | 


0 I = 3s 


On | 


W. wi Wwe nd 


eſs 


BAGATELLES. 23 


on beauty's fragil baſe no more depend ! 


Here! youth, and pleaſure, age and ſorrow, end! 
Here! drops the maſk, here! ſhuts the final 
ſcene, 


Nor differs grave threeſcore, from gay fifteen : 


All preſs, alike, to that ſame goal the tomb, 
Where wrinkled Laura ſmiles at CLOE's bloom. 


When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore, 


Learn, here, the leſſon to be vain no more! 


vet! virtue, flill, againſt decay can arm, 


* "Iz, = - s 5 


2n | 


And even lend mortality a charm. 


SONG. 
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\ S ON. 
| . | | 
Said to my heart, in the way of diſcourſe, 
For we, often, confabulate, madam ! 
Will you never be ſoften'd? and yield to the 
force | 
Of beauty, wit, ſenſe, and good nature, o'courſe, 
| When you know, and well know, who has 
had 'em. 


II. 


Muſt I ſtill, like our parent, ſee ev'ry dove 
With an help-mate enjoying creation ? 

The awkwardeſt beaſt, of the field, finds a love 

To ſtamp his own image, or, ſweetly remove 
All his cares, by that ſoft conſervation, 


III. 


When have I, cries my heart! been your| 


enemy, yet? 
An't I always, in danger, at hand ? 

When attack'd by a villain, the villain has met, 
His match, at the leaſt, and been forc'd to 
ſubmit : | 

In this! you muſt own I'm your friend. 
IV. When 
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IV. 
When, deſpis'd by the rich! don't I, inſtantly, 
give 
Vou the ſoul to deſpiſe them, again? 
the is, thus! you are made, ev'ry moment you 


live, 
rſe, Independent in fancy, and taught to believe 
has The ballance is your's in the main? 


V. 


an I, pray, conſider! be deem'd as your foe, 
When that honor which, daily, you prove, 
Wn ſcorning mean things,—this your enemies 


know ! 

From the heart, and thence only, believe me, 
can flow 

n your life, in your friendſbip, and love. 


VI. 


Then! ceaſe to condemn me, or, blame your 
| beſt friend, 
net, Hence know, and rely on me better; 
to The moment I hear of the girl who can tend 
To the bliſs of your life, from beginning to end, 
III burn, and not ref till you get her. 
* A N- 


our 
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ANOTHE R. 


I 
ICK, of the town ! at once, I flew, 
To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu ! ſays I, vain world ! adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. 
The book, the lamp, the hermit cell, 
The ruſſet gown, and moſſie floor: 
All theſe I had, *twas mighty well ! 
But yet I wanted ſomething more, 


. 
Back to the buſy world, again, 
I hurry'd ſoon, in hopes to find 
Eaſe from imaginary pain! 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind ! 
Gay ſcenes, and grandeur, ev'ry hour 
My eyes with admiration fill. 
The world ſeem'd all within my pow'r: 
And yet I wanted ſomething ſtill. 


III. 


Cities, and groves (by turns) were tryd; 
Twas all, ye fair! an idle tale: 
| - Czlia, 
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Czlia, at length ! became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 
Earth ſmil'd, at once! the gloom was cheer'd, 
Damon was kind, (I can't tell, how,) 
Each place an Eden, now, appear'd; 
And Czlia wanted nothing, now! 


D 2 A N. 


lia, 


For one, is all nature; the other, all art. 


6% Anne 


ANOTHER, Sung by a LADY, 
' 


O make the man kind, and keep true to 
the bed, 


Whom your choice, or your defliny, brings | 


you to wed; 
Take an hint from a friend, whom experience 
has taught, 


And experience, we know ! never fails, when | 


tis bought. 


II. 


The arts which you practis'd, at firſt, to enſnare, 
(For in love little arts, as in battle, are fair) 


Whether neatneſs, or prudence, or wit were | 


the bait, 
Let the hook, ſtill be cover'd, and ſtill play 


the cheat. 


III. 


Shou'd he fancy another, upbraid not his flame! 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim : 


Tis more to recover, than conquer, an heurt : 


IV. 


7 


1 


7 
8 
I; 


'e! 


IV. 


BAGATELLE s. 29 


IV. 


Tho? a fairer, than you, he ſhou'd happen to ſee ! 

Be pleas'd with his cho ice: and then, wiſh you 
| were ſhe : 

Slyly find out your rival's particular charms ; 

And, at night! be the very ſame girl in his arms. 


V. 
Good ſenſe! is to them, what a face is to you: 
Flatter that, and, like us, they but think it 
their due: 
Doubt the ſtrength of your jodgment,, com- 
par'd to his own, 
And he'll give you perfections, at preſent un- 


known. 
VI. 
Shou'd you learn that your rival is bounty 
partakes, 


And your merited favour, ungrateful ! forſakes; 

Still, fill, debonair! ſtill engaging, and free; 

Be deaf, tho? you hear; and be blind, while 
you ſee. 


D 3 ODE 
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O D E. 
I. 


HY ſtarts, from either eye, a tear, 
Which STELLA cannot know ? 
Why breathes a ſigh ſhe ſhall not hear, 
Tho” tribute to her woe? 


II. 


True pity ('tis a poor relief) 
In ſecret, turns the friend; 
For there's an avarice in grief, 
That heaps, tho' to no end. 


III. 
Yet! what avai's each miſer's hoara 
Of grief, or golden ore? 
The one, may not his tears afford! 
The other, won't his ſtore. 


IV. 


Kind to your woes! my words may own, 
What my ſad eyes muſt keep! 

For, grief is catching when 'tis known; 

And, why ſhould STELLA weep ? 

| TO 


T © 
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TO THE SAME. 
1 


V'N, now (cries STELLA with a ſmile,) 
He dreams of me, and, ſleeps ! 
While ſhe, in forrow, the ſad while, 
Marks the pale lamp, and weeps ! 


II. 


But! what avails the midnight dream, 
Which we can ne'er create? 

A mere imaginary ſcheme! 
Ever too ſoon, too late! 


III. 


One waking thought, which we command, 
May ev'ry truth intend ! 

In dreams ! our foes may reach their hand, 
And ſeem the boſom friend, 


IV. 


But! free'd from fetters of repoſe, 
When we awake to day! 
One thought! may heal my STELLA's woes - 
One wiſh ! her cares repay. 
8 ALLEN 


BAGAT ELLE S. 


and E L L A 


ALLEN 
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| J. 
OO N the banks of that cryfialine ſtream 


Where Thames, oft, his current delays ; 
And charms, more than Poets can dream, 
In his Richmond's bright villa ſurveys; 


— 


H. 


WI 0 
Fair Ei.ua! of all the gay throng | 
4 The faireit that Nature had ſeen, 7 
| Now, drew ev'ry village, along, 
9 | From the day ſhe firſt danc'd on the green. 
0 
l III. 
fl II 
9 Ah! boaſt not of beauty's fond pow'r, 
For ſhort is the triumph, ye fair! A 


Not fleeter the bloom of each ffow'r; 


And hope is but gilded deſpair, 


IV. His 


83 


His 
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IV. 
His affection each ſwain, now, behold 
By riches endeavors to prove ! 
But ELL A, ſtill, cries what is gold, 
Or wealth, when compar'd to his love? 


* 
Yes! ALL, together, we'll wield 
Our ſiekles in ſummer's bright day; 
Together we'll leaze, o'er the field, 
And {mile all our labors, away. 


VI. 


In winter! I'll winnow the wheat 
As it falls from thy flail on the ground: 


That flail will be muſic as ſweet 


Wauen thy voice in the labor is drown'd. 


V.I. 
How oft wou'd he ſpeak of his bliſs! 
How oft wou'd he call her his maid ! 
And ALLEN wou'd ſeal with a kits 
Ev'ry promiſe and vow that he laid. 


VIII. But, 
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VII. 


But, hark! o'er the graſs-level t land, 
- The village bells ſound on the plain ; 
Falſe ALLzn! this morn gave his hand, 
And ELLa's fond tears are 1n vain. 


IX. 


Sad ELLA, too ſoon, heard the tale! 

Wil Too ſoon the ſad cauſe ſhe was told ! 
1 That his was a nymph of the vale: 

* That he broke his fond promiſe for gold. 


* X. 
0 As ſhe walk'd by the margin ſo green, 
[gl Wich + ſide, 
| How oft', was ſhe languiſhing ſeen ! 
How oft', wou'd ſhe gaze on the tide! 


AL; 


By the clear river, then, as ſhe ſate, 

Which reflected herſelf and the mead ; 
Awhile! ſhe be-wept her fad fate, 

And the green-turf, ſtill, pillow'd her head. 


XII. There 


ad. 


ere 
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XII. 
There, there! is it ELLA, I ſee! 
Tis ELLA, the loſt, undone maid! 
Ah! no, *tis ſome ELLa, like me, 
Some hapleſs young virgin betray'd ! 


XIII. 
Like me ! ſhe has ſorrow'd and wept ; 
Like me! ſhe has, fondly, believ'd; 
Like me! her true promiſe ſhe kept, 


And, like me, too, is juttly, deceiv'd. 


XIV, 


I come, dear companion in grief ! 


Gay ſcenes and fond pleaſures, adieu ! 


I come! and we'll gather relief 
From boſoms 10 chaſte and ſo true! 


| XV. 
Like you! I have mourn'd the long night: 
And wept out the day, in deſpair !_ 
Like you! I have baniſh'd delight, 
And boſom'd a friend in my care. 


3 


XVI. Ye 
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XVI. 


i Ye meadows ! ſo lively &, farewell, 

„ Your velvet, ſtill, Al LEN ſhall tread ! | 
65 All deaf to the ſound of chat knell . 
„ Which tolls for his ELLA when dead. 

0 XVII. 

„ Your wiſh will, too ſure! be obey'd ; 0 
(ith + ks 
i Nor, ALLEN her loſs ſhall bemoan! 

Wh Soon, ſoon ! ſhall poor ELA be laid r 
Mill 


Where her heart ſhall be cold as your own. 


— — 
— — —-— 


| XVIII. 
Then, twin'd in the arms of that fair, 
Whoſe wealth has been ELLa's ſad fate; 


As, together, ye draw the free air, 
And a thouſand dear pleaſures relate; 


—— — ——_— 
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XIX. 
If chance, o'er my turf, as ye tread, v 
Ve dare to affect a fond ſigh! 
* The primroſe will ſhrink her pale head, T 
5 And || | 
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XX. 
Ah! weep not, fond maid! *tis, in vain 
Like the tears which you lend to the ſtream; 


Tears! are loſt in that wat'ry plain 
And your ſighs are, ſtill, loſt upon him. 


XXI. 


Scarce ! echo had gather'd the ſound, 

But ſheplung'd from her graſs-ſpringing bed: 
The liquid ſtream parts, to the ground; 

And the mirror clos'd over her head. 


XXII. 
The ſwains of the village, at eve, 
Oft', meet at the dark- ſpreading yew ; 
There, wonder how man cou'd deceive 
A boſom ſo chaſte, and ſo true. 


XXII. 
With garlands, of ev'ry flow'r, 
(Which ELLa, herſelf ſhou'd have made,) 


They raiſe up a ſhort- living bow'r ; 
And, ſighing! cry, Peace to her ſhade.” 


E XXIV. Then! 
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XXIV. 


Then! hand-lock'd-in-hand, as they move 
The green-platting hillock, around: 
They talk of poor ELLa, and love; 
And freſhen, with tears, the fair ground, 


XXV. 


Nay, wiſh ! they had never been born, 
Or liv'd, the ſad moment to view ! 
When her ALLEN cou'd thus be forſworn, 
And his ELLa cou'd, ſtill, be ſo true. 
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* A ſurreptitious copy of this appear'd (agreeable to the 
date, below,) under the names of CoLin and Lucy: and, 
at a time when all modern productions were decry'd, this 
piece, by means of the following preface, met with an ap- 
probation which otherwiſe, no doubt, it would have fail'd 


of, | 
To the READER: 


Wil 4 The M. S. bears date (Anno, 1609,) at Eaſt-Sheene, 
„ in Surry, the then bright reſidence of a Maiden-Queen, and 
her royal court. Who the perſonages were, conceal'd under 
the ſimple characters of ALLEN and ELLA, does not 

Tightly appear; but, as a lady of the noble family of Hun- 
gerford is recorded to have drowned herſelf much about that 
period, tis more than probable it gave birth to the above 
ſo affecting tale; and the reader is left to judge, how far 
the productions of that refined age, would have exceeded 
thoſe of the preſent, had more of them been, fottunately, 

reſerved: | 

It is hoped, that time has not ſo injured other pieces, as 
to prevent their being preſented to the public hereafter, What 
| 4 | parts 
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arts of this were unintelligible, are only gueſt at: for 
the editor, as he would not dare the adding to, choſe, alſo, 


| ro: to diminiſh from, ſo valuable a FRacMEnNT. 


Richmond, May 1, 1755 
t Moſt likely the village of Px TERSHAM. 


+ In the original (much damaged in this particular Mac 
it ſeems to be: «© Which befringes that ſweet river's fide,” 


& In the M. S. it appears, © lovely,” 
Perhaps! it is, © And, the violet languiſ and die,” 


E 2 O D E. 
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oO 0D. 


I, 


OW fleet are all our earthly Joys, 
Which only paſſion guides! 
How frm the very idleſt toys, | 
Where reaſon's hand preſides ! 


" 


| II. 
For, reaſon, ſure! may interfere 
In trifles of an hour! 


Thus exerciſe, to health, is dear; 
And wit gives ſpirits pow'r ! 


III. 
But! love to reaſon, ſtill a foe, 
For ever offers pain! 
Let us, then, STELLA, fly from woe, 
By wearing reaſon's chain. 


V. 


That chain can never gall the mind: 
When love, for ever, will! 
Ah! leave, then, love's ſoft crown, behind; 

And rule, by friendſhip, ſtill! 


ODE. 


174 
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e D KR. 
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H! then, be not concern'd that I weep, 
And repleniſh the lake, with my tears : 
For, ſuch tears who wou'd labor to keep? 
Let them flow, *till a river appears! 


II. 


They are tears---not of ſorrow, but joy; 
Such as angels are ſaid to let fall! 


When thoſe. ſinners, whoſe minds feel a cloy, 


With contrition obey their recall. 


III. 


For the cheek that is dimpled, each hour, 
And, ſtill, ſmiles at each tranſient jeſt; 
Sure, is hapleſs beyond ev'n the pow'r 
Of ſuch ſorrows, as mine, to make bleſt. 


IV. 


For, indeed ! *tis. to ſorrow, we owe 
More than books, that we ever are wiſe ; 
Without pain ! what true pleaſure can flow ? 


Tis of all our beſt knowledge the prize. 


2 E 3 "WW 
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V. 


In the glitter, and ſun- ſhine, of joy © 

We are dazzled, and ſee not our good! 
Heav'n ſends us, in kindneſs, alloy, 

And his hand heals, however, *tis rude. 


VI. 


For the med'cine which taſteful appears, 
Is not, always, the beſt to reſtore; 
11 Even poiſon has virtues, and tears 

Are the ſigns that your ſorrow is o'er. 


— 


VI. 
Oh! how ſweet is adverſity's frown ? 
Still more ſweet than the ſmiles of ſuccefs ! 


Ev'n ingratitude tells us our own; 
And, in ſecret, finds methods to bleſs. 
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VIII. 
Then, let's ſwallow the dear bitter pill; 
Since we know *tis intended to cure! 
Real good is, but, viſible ill: 
For the firſt, we'll the latter endure! 
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IX. Tis 
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X. 


"Tis the ſhade which, alone, points the hour: 
Tis retirement which marks out the man: 


Nay, our woes are the keys to that door, 


Which but opens to wiſdom's true plan. 


X. 
Yes! affliction's the ſchool of true worth, 
By that friend we are never deceiv'd! 
From the day that we weep ' at our birth; 
Tis adverſity proves we have liv'd. 


* When we are born, : 
We cry that we are come into a life of ſorrow. 
1 Lr. 
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WROTE AT GENE vA. 


I. 


A® my STELLa and I, arm in arm, t' other day, 
Sick of prattle, and, almoſt, with nothing 
to ſay! | 
Now ſtoop'd down to pick pebbles, all faſt by 
the lake; | 
And, now, dipp'd both our feet in for mere fro- 
lic's ſake. 
Prythee ! tell me, ſays ſhe, if, our ſilence may end! 
What thatlake moſtreſembles?--and, I will attend, 


IT. 


When, as now, quite unruffled a mirror it ſeems, 

Tis ike STELLA when love, from her counte- 
nance, beams. | 

But a Beeze “, from that vileſt of corners the 
north, » 

Spoils its beauty, at once, and its charms are 
naught worth : 

Shou'd diſdain, once, thus enter my STELLA's 
calm breaſt, 

She wou'd look juſt the ſame, *till, her heart was 
at reſt. | 

| III. Next 


vw 
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ul 

Next its ſilent, ſtill courſe muſt its depth ſurely 
prove z 

So your ſilence beſpeaks, both, your wiſdom and 
love. 

Little ſtreams that run prattling, and babbling, 

| along ; 

Are all ſhallow, we know, and * fomebody's 
tongue; 


Which, from morn to dull night, rattles on 


without thought; 
By my STELLA deſpis'd, as, by wiſdom, un- 


taught. 
* 
Now! the ſtraws which appear on the ſurface to 
float, | | 


Are thoſe errors of fancy, which fools only note : 
For the few, like tiny who your wiſdom per- 
ceive, 


| Muſt dive thus to the bottom before they believe: 


There we find beds of pearl, and of gold, the 
pure ore; | 

But not, here, in the ſhallows, where fools, only, 
pore. 


V. Thoſe 
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V. 
Thoſe villa's unnumber d which befringe the 
| lake's fide, 

Of content the true picture, reverſe, of dull pride! 

Are but emblems of . which thine 1 in that 
mind, 

And, tho? hid to the world, your bleſt 3 intimate 
find, 

For our faults, but too often! are, ever, in view; 

While our virtues die, ſoon, or, are ſeen but by 
few. 


VE. 
When the fiſh, by a leap, break that mirror ſo 


dalear, 

What does that make me think of? III tell you, 
my dear! 

Like your ſallies of wit, and of nature, they ſeem: 

Which will force themſelves out thro' dull 
bigotry's dream; 

For, ah! who wou'd not wiſh, eben in ſuch 4 
youth, 

As they aim at the ſky, to endeavour at truth? 


VII. Oh! 
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VII. 


Oh! may, daily, your happineſs, ſtill, be as clear! 

Never know dull ſuſpicion, or, feel a dark fear; 

Till (a life, thus well finiſh'd !) your laſt breath 
may depart, 

With a gaſp of pure love from the 9 of your 
heart! 

Then, inſenſibly ! mingle with bao like your 
own, 


As theſe ſtreams, unpercei vd! mix with thoſe 
of the Rhone +. | 


*The Alps opening at the North, on the lake of Ge- 
neva, a very ſharp wind often reigns there, which the 
natives call a BEEZZEK. Vide Keate's Hiſtory of Geneva. 


+ The Rhone enters at the head of the lake, paſſing 


thro', diſembogues itſelf at " Th foot, flowing on 5 ra- 
pidly, to Lyons. 
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TO THE SAME 


0 N 
] 
HER GOING TO PARIS. 
x | "M8 | 
7 IS filent grief which rends the breaſt; a 
Tears, waſh that grief away! _ c 
Fain ! wou'd I weep, to be at reſt : 
In time, perhaps ! I may. 
II. 
To him! I leave the tedious cure; T 
On him, I, glad, repoſe ! . 4 
No common hand I can endure; 
My ſtate he, only, knows! 
III. 
I lov'd, I liv'd! nay, more, my flame, T 
By abſence, muſt increaſe! * 


Becauſe, her welfare's all my aim; 
Her virtue all my peace. 


IV. Yes! 
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IV. 
Ves! leave me, STELLA, leave the friend 
Who ne'er will change his mind; 
Purſue wild fortune to the end, 
One heart you'll ever find! 


V. 
Shou'd ſiekneſs waſte that lovely form! 
And quench thoſe ſparkling eyes; 
Chill age be-wrinkle ev'ry charm, 
Cold hermits, now, might prize; 


. 
Tho! ſad affliction's heavieſt hand, 
Shou'd, undeſerving, fall! 
And ſounds, which merit can't withſtand, 
Unkindly! STzLLA call: 


VII. 

Then, fly! and leave th' ungrateful croud, 
To claſp a firm retreat ; 

Where, faithful to her hourly good, 
This breaſt ſhall, ever, beat! 


— VIII. Thoſe 
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VIII. 


Thoſe treaſures which he, early, found, 

| Will ever reſt the ſame ! 

He ſaw truth, pity, ſenſe, abound ; 
And, more, a love, for fame. 


IX. 

Thoſe glorious gifts will, yet, remain ! 
When leſſer beauties die : 

. Nay, more! in age, they vigor gain, 
And livelier charms ſupply. 


X. 
In this firm hope, I bid adieu! 
Purſue your eager plan; 


But, oh ! when hope is moſt in view, 
Think, moſt, of faithleſs man. 


— — —— rn Pg Irs Pr oY —— 


XI. 


Betray'd, the more! the more, perceive, 
The friend you leave behind! 

He, like the mother, can forgive; | 

| To all your errors blind. 5 ] 


XII. He'll 
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XII. 
He'll wipe away affliction's tear; 
And, more, to hide a blame, 
Will ſay, © our ſufferings are, I fear 
66 Too much, alas! the ſame. 


XII.. 
« Like you! I felt the eager hand 
«© Which offer'd ev'ry good; 


«© Who may ſuch gilded views withſtand ? 
I wonder'd how they cou'd ! 


XIV, 


« At length! I found how rare the heart! 

% How frequent friendſhip's tongue! 
Like play'rs, the world but act a part; 
«« Nay, often, act it wrong. 


XV. 


Thus! we our mutual cares will join, 
Forgiving as we hear! 

May this my ſtate be ever thine; 
Nor know a future fear 


12 XVI. Freſh 
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XVI, 
Freſh hope ſhall baniſh former woes! 
Pair truth ſhall gild each hour, 
Till death ſhall ſeal that true repoſe 
Beyond th* oppreſſor's pow'r. 


XVH. 


Where friendſhip ſhall be, ever, love! 
Without one human fear ; 

And flames ſeraphic they ſhall prove, 
Who quench'd their paſſions, here. 


3 
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TO THE SAME, 


I. 


O H ! how ſweet does the morning appear! 
Like a bride-groom each ſun ſhall ariſe 

Still to him, who has nothing to fear; 

And whoſe boſom, with innocence, vies ! 


II. 
For his heart never knew to betray! 
And he ſpoke but the thing which he thought; 
Yet, how few who can ſay as I ſay ? 
How much fewer who act, as they ought ? 


III. 
No! our paſſions, at beſt, to diſguiſe, 
Is the knowledge of moderniz'd man; 
And to vary our hearts, from our eyes, 
Is become e'en the villager's plan. 


. 
Nay, to check the true ſtarts of the mind, 
And repulſe the dear ſallies of love, 
Is the traffic of thoſe half-refin'd, 


Who pretend, but, the paſſion ne'er prove 
3 | For 


— oiabvey ape Snt ear RED 
>> 
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V. 
For the foul which 1s true to this flame, 
Nor grows fickle with each fickle wind; 
Sure! in friendſhip will burn, ſtill, the ſame z 
Nor, in action, ſtay faithlefs behind. 


VI. 
ves! J long for the moment to prove, 
Not, in words, but, by deeds, the great truth: 
For the heart which beats faithful to love; 
Will, for ever! in friendſhip, be juſt! 


VII. 
Then, from hence, let me judge of mankind, 
And rate love's leſſer flame but a proof; 
How, the heart which, there, conſtant we find, 
Will of this give examples enough. « 


VIII. 
Zut, ſtill, Iove's the firſt ſtep to aſcend 
To the throne of ſuch friendſhip divine? 
And, that ſtep when I've gain'd—may I end 
In a flame, as ſeraphic as thine. 


ODE, 


&, «© 
i | 
* ES! if riches, my Damon, cou'd purchaſe 
true love, | 


How, in plenty, our heroes wou'd ſwarm ? 


Then, each county, each city, eacn village 


wou'd prove 


Themſelves foremoſt in Cupid's ſoft charm. 


II. 
But, alas! *tis, of all our ſublunary joys, 
The ſole joy which can never be bought; 
All, in vain ! the rich burgher his treaſure em- 
ploys, | 


And he finds it, at leaſt, when, he's caught! 


| -- 
What is all the parade of a palace to thoſe _ 
Who well know that their hearts are in one ? 
This the cottage, the ſtraw-roof ! poor dwelling! 
| well knows, 


And its kind ſimple tenants alone. 


IV. There! 
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IV. 


There ! we ſee the fond couple (of freedom poſ- 
ſeſt) 55 
All content, at their frugal repaſt: 
While the wretches of ſtate (with a thorn in each 
breaſt) | 
Wonder how their own joys never laft ! 


V. 


For, to them, is but idle reſpect, and the farce 
Of mere ſhew, and more childiſh parade ! 
While the hearts of a eottage 2 — 


rehearſe 
(As they laugh) the miſtakes they have made. 


VI. 
Think not, then my frail Damon ! where riches 
I abound, 
That *tis there, our felicity lies ; 
Love ! is ſeldom, or-never, in luxury found, 
And, from wealth, in deriſion he flies. 


>> — . OD ISS 
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VII. 
He looks down ! with contempt on thoſe miniogs 
of pelf, 
Who think, vainly, his flight to FTE ; 
For he ſpreads his light wings, and cries, ſtill, 


to himſelf, | 
What's your gold, or your riches to me ? 
; VIII. 
Ah1 then, wonder not, Damon, if hence you are 
known | 


To be ſtranger in love's trueſt charms : 


5 For the heart which can fix but on riches, alone, 


Shall be ſtranger to ſofter alarms. 


IX. 


Thoſe are joys Which to pure hearts can ſolely 
belong, 
By poor ſelfiſh ſad wretches an chovghe | 
Joys which centre, perhaps ! the poor ſhepherds 
among. 
And, by kings, not with crowns to be 
bought, 


X. Joys! 


— . . — AT III — — — TIn> — — — _ — 2 < — wr — — 2 
— —— 5 * ” 4 —— N . — = — — — g - 
— rr 3 rc e rr rr I ww EIT) Ye" 3 200g 


= - - 7 — © — 
— . ] ... . ]⅛ ''. 


3 


2 


58 BAGATELLES. 


X. 
Joys! which no human pow'r can, alas! take 
away, 
In themſelves, to their wiſh, are they bleſt ! 
In ſweet freedom and happineſs thus glides each 
day; 
And death ſeals it with innocent reſt. 


XI. 
Such a life of true bliſs * my Damon have 
led, 
Had he known but the worth of an heart! 
No, he ſought of ſad wealth and * ſtate the 
proud bed 
Can he wonder, then, thus that we part ? 


XII. 
Riches * 79 wings, and, oft „ flutter 
away! 
May you never their fickleneſs prove 1 
From the heart ſprings my joy: it with me, then, 
will ſtay, 
No decay feel the treaſures of love. 


O D E. 
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N a deſolate iſland I ſeem ! 

Far, oh! far from the ſight of a friend; 
_ Hope! appears, but, at length, a vain dream, 
I have hop'd, and now, fear without end. 


II. 


The waves roar! and the bleak winds, ariſe! 
Round this iſle of too fatal deſpair ; 

Ah! then, where ſhall I turn my ſad eyes ? 
For no veſſel of ſafety is near! 


H. 


When I wiſh, by kind fleep, to repoſe, 

And huſh all the ſtrange griefs of my heart ; 
Sleep! but mocks my too ſenſible woes; 

And, when begg'd moſt to ſtay, will depart: 


IV. 


But, allow that he, ſometimes! will ſtay, 
| And theſe eyes, with ſoft ſlumbers, may bleſs; 
Then ! my dreams are but thoughts of each day, 
And I view what I ne'er can careſs. | 
| 2 V. Yes! 
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Ei 


Yes! the phantom, unkindly, appears, 

But to make the dear image more ſtrong; 
For it flies at the fight of thoſe tears, 

Which, for her, I have offer'd ſo long. 


VI. 


Ah! then, ſtay my fond ſhade, nor, believe 
That your preſence alarms my poor mind! 

J am bleſt in the moments, I grieve ; | 
And have, long ſince, left pleaſure behind. 


VII. 
But! if till, like a dream you glide by; 
Nor, will deign with your daughter to reſt 5 
P11 embrace the kind friend who is nigh, 
And but wiſhes to bleſs what you bleſt. 


VIII. 
Yes! you feel his true tears, I perceive ! 
And that hand waves, but, ſtill, to approve, 
Reſt then quiet, dear ſhade ! and beheve 
If he likes, tis eeleſtial love. 


IX. Yet! 
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IX. 


Yet ! ſtill watch o'er my bliſs, as 1n life, 
Nor, deſert me, tho” cold in the grave; 
Tho? his ſtars may forbid me the wife ! 


Yet his friendſhip will bleſs me, and ſave. 


X. 


Shou'd his heart, but in thought, go aſtray, 
Nor purſue the great plan we approve ; 

Ah! then whiſper your griefs, I'll obey! 

And forget both his friendſhip and love. 


XI. 


But, *till then! teach my heart to admire, 
Far as this our ſad Jot will allow ! 
For, true friendſhip can never expire, 


When ſuch hearts, as his own, make the vow. 


Wild inconſtancy, ſtill, muſt belong, 
Baut to minds un-adorn'd, un-1mptov'd ! 
With ſuch hearts we can never go wrong ; 
Here I'll dare both to love and be lov'd. 
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PROLOGUE ſpoken by Mr. Woop- 
WARD, on his return from Dublin, and 
firſt appearance at Covent-Garden Theatre, 
in the Busy-Bopy. 


EHOLD! the prodigal l quite 
tame, 
And, which you'll Any credit, full of ſhame ! 
Aſham'd ! ſo long to'ave left his good friends, 
- "ere, 
-On random ſchemes, the Lord knows what ? and 
where? 


With piteous face, long ſtranger to a grin ! 
Pve knock'd three gentle ſtrokes to be let in. 
But, if they're ſtout, and ftill, keep cloſe the 
door; 
_ Why then I'm your's*--and 33 your's*, 
as heretofore ! | 


Ye Gods! what havoc does ambition make ? 
Ambition! led me to the grand miſtake ! | 
Ambition! made me fool enough, to roam ; 


But now 1 find, with joy, that home is home. | 
F: Faith! % 
* pi, Boxes, and Galleries, 
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Faith! they put powder in my drink, d'ye ſee? 
Or elſe, by Pharaoh's foot, it cou'd not be; 


I was entic'd to play the truant- boy; 


No fault of mine, 'twas deſtiny, dear joy! 


Perhaps! queen Mab ſtrok'd me at full o'th 
moon, 

With a field-marſhal manager's batoon; 

And ſo ] dreamt of riches, honor, pow'r, 

"Twas but a dream, tho', and that dream, is o'er! 


How happy, now, I tread my native ground; 


Above! below ! nay, faith, all round and round, 


I gueſs ſome pleaſures, in your boſoms, burn 
To ſee the prodigal, ſad dog, return ! 


Oh, ho ! they ring--how ſweet that ſound appears, 
After an abſence of three tedious years! 

And ſee in capitals I ſtand confeſt— 

Well! 'tis high time I ſhou'd be better dreſt! 


MarPLoT, to night (ſo ſays the bill of fare) 
Attends your pleaſure with his uſual air, 
Oh! may I act the part, ſtill, o'er and o'er ; 
But never be the Busr Bopy more! 
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EPILOGUE to the PLAIN DEAL ER. 
By Mrs. —— in the Character of 


FIDELIA. 


ELL! I did all, yes! all a woman cou'd; 
Nay went ſo far to ſpill my precious 
blood ; 
Riſqued my dear life, nay ! further, to inſpire ye! 
Went thro? (lord how I blaſh !) a ſtrict inquiry. 


Yet! do I ſee among you---yes, I can, 

Some who'd do more, much more, to get 
their man ; 

Nor do [ think it, in this dearthy time, 

A peccadillo, here, much leſs a crime! 

Well! ſure no lott'ry is ſo hard contriv'd 

As ours, to get the name of being wiv'd ; 

Blanks, to one benefit, are endleſs found ! 

And when we have one, what's a twenty pound ? 

(For half the huſbands are but little prizes, 

Tho' what, too oft', a filly girl deſpiſes) 

And your ten thouſands ſeldom, ſeldom marry ; 

Oh! 'tis enough to make a maid miſcarry ! 


There 
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There was a time! a time in days of yore, 
(But, now, alas! thoſe golden days are o'er) 
When a fly ſpinſter, weeping in the pit, 

Made a good huſband of ſome honeſt cit ; 

But, now! all bounds of marriage over-leaping, 
The graveſt have a ſort of wife in keeping. 
And, oh! what ſort of keeping never tell, 

On attic-ſtory, neighbour to Bridewell ; 

Where, if ſhe diſobeys her lord ! you know 

For chaſtiſement ſhe has not far to go. | 
Oh ! may thoſe happy days, again, return, 
When hearts, diſintereſted, learnt to burn ! 
When there need be no tricks in breeches play'd, 
To change the ſtate of a deſponding maid ; 

Yet cenſure will lie dormant, here, at laſt, 
When marriage heals like mine all follies paſt ! 


Well! now Pll haſten to my dreſſing-room; 
Change both my cloaths, and manners, then go 
home ! | 1 
For ſhou'd my huſband ſee me thus! he'll ſtare, 
And think I meant to wear the breeches, there. 


Ah! ladies, peticoats, when chaſtly borne, 
Do wonders ſtill, or, wou'd they ne'er were 
worn! | 
G 3 Truſt 
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Truft to your pow'rful bluſhes, they'll do more 
'Than all your Amazons have done before ! 
For man (with me, at leaſt) is all the dove, 
And may be yeT1icoaTED into love. 


BAGATELLES. 6 
8 * 


ARK, oh! hark, tis the herald of morn, 
Which, ſo cruel, now, calls me away ! 
From thy boſom, ah! why am torn, | 
When each moment ſheds bloſſoms of May ? 


"Tis the lark, who, now, envies my bliſs ; 
Or, why elſe does he ſummons ſo ſoon ? 

Give me, then, my dear girl! a laſt kiſs ; 

Nor believe that we change with the moon. 


Yes! PII ſwear, with that planet, you change, 
If, unkindly, you leave me to moan |! 

Nay ! I'II further declare that you range 
From your bliſs, but to leave me alone ! 


For it is not the lark, that, now, calls! 
Tis the nightingale's note that you hear; 
And the ſings, as the nightly dew falls, 
Pr ythee! ſtay then, nor, harbour a fear. 


Love is deaf, I perceive! for behold, 
How the light flaſhes, there, from the Eaſt ; 
*Tis the morning, too ſure !---So unfold . 
Thoſe fond arms, and relinquiſh your gueſt, 
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Oh! my life and my lord, tho? you ſay, 
Love is deaf, yet, I hope ſhe's not blind ! 
For the light, which you think ſeems the day, 
Is the moon, and the morn's far behind. 


Thus, while love ſweet excuſes will find, 
We, ſtill, liſten and fondly believe. 

As if, here, *twas the bliſs of each mind, 
When deceiv'd, thus, or fond to deceive ! 
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6 . 
. 
ROM the dark chambers of the grave, 
Our tendereſt ſighs, in vain, wou'd ſave, 
Or back the dying call! 
Tho? tears, like your's, ſincerely giv'n, 


As angels wept at loſing Heav'n; 
In vain, thoſe tears wou'd fall! 


IT. 


But, why recall, from peaceful reſt, 
The ſoul of one ſo ſweetly bleſt 
As your fond virtues prove ? 


Death is the end of countleſs woes! 


The wiſh, of ſome; to all, repoſe; 
Ev'n to the griefs of love! 


III. 


The weary, there, each labor ceaſe: 
Reſt their ſad limbs; are, then, at eaſe ! 
And lay their burthen down: 
The pris'ners, there, together ſing ; 
Each ſubject, from his tyrant king, 
Is free, nor dreads his frown n! 
IV. Why 


70 BAGATELLES. 


IV. 


Why is that lilly, then, ſo wan? 
O'er charg'd, with conſtant rain, we ſcan 
The loſs of ev'ry charm; 
Where is that damaſk roſe, we knew ? 
The colors fly, and, evening dew 
Chills all that, once, was warm ! 


V. 


Then! quit the manſions of the dead, 
Nor longer hang thy penſive head 
O'er her relentleſs grave ! 
To comfort turn thy moiſten'd eye 
Tis your's, to live; 'tis his, to die; 
If robb'd the pow'r to fave. 
f 


VI. 


Yet, when he dies, the rule he gives, 

Perhaps! may bind not her who lives, 
To grant him calm repoſe: 

The friend, perhaps! will drop a tear; 

And he, with joy, that figh may hear, 
Nor wiſh to end her woes. 


VII. Such 
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VIE. 


Such woes are pleaſing, and, we find 
The heart is not, perhaps! unkind, 
That hopes they ſtill may reign. 
»Tis being cruel, but to give | 
A greater joy, and bid her live 
In pleaſurable pain. 


E LEG. 
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i! Eo MY. 

i L. 

H] cruel death, cou'd nothing move 
Thy pity, or thy pow'r, 

To ſpare the object of my love, 
Of all my hopes the flow'r. 


A. 
How ſweet, was ev'ry youthful day, 
| When bleſt with her eſteem |! 
To love, each paſſion, then, gave way; 
And ſhe was all my theme! 


III. 
Nor, fell ambition rul'd my breaſt; 
Nor, av'rice chill'd my hand; 
In her! was ev'ry treaſure plac'd; 
I knew not to command! 


IV. 
We ſhar'd each pleaſure, each diſtreſs, 
And ſmil'd at ſcanty ſore ; 
Suſpicion, makes e'en plenty leſs ! 
Love, makes that little more. 
3. 


V. No 
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©. 
No ſooner did a ſigh ariſe! 
But, ſtrait, I opt the tear; 


73 


Perhaps! I kiſt her moiſt'ning eyes, 


Leſt future drops appear ! 


VI. 


Oft' did I gaze, in fixt repoſe, 127 


When reſt had clos'd her charms ; 
What intereſt cou'd I, then, propoſe, 


When, fleep was in her arms ? 


VII. 


Yes! I have wept a ſtream of tears 
Upon her faithful breaft ; 


And, when ſhe wak'd (all fill'd with tears) 


I feign'd to be at reſt ! 8 
VIII. 


Oft', when the Win bellow wide, 


Or, thunder ſhook the room, 
She'd ſhrink to any, ſo faithful, fide 


And cry! Oh, ſpare my doom! 


H 


* 


IX. When 
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. 


When the lark ſummons'd me away, 
She'd ſay it was not morn ! 

The nightingale, as yet, cries ſtay, 
When, will my love return ? 


X. 
Yes ! I will ſtay, for ever, here, 
And tune my ſoul to thine ! 


So ſhall no ſorrow, e'er, appear; 
At leaſt, 'twill all be mine! 


XI. 


But death ſhall blaſt thy crop of joys, 
See there the lilly dies! 

Pleaſure muſt, ever, have alloy : 
The friend, muſt cloſe her eyes! 


XII. 


Behind her lovely virgin bier, 


What mourners might attend ? 
When all one common loſs muſt ſhare ; 
But moſt the private friend. 


XIII, To 
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XIII. 


To thee! in ev'ry virtuous breaſt, 
A monument 1s giv'n! 

A teſtimony, well confeſt, 
And one that reaches Heav'n— 


XIV. 
One that ſhall brave the firmeſt ſtones, 
Nor needs the farce of woe; 
Arms, angels, epitaphs and bones, 
To ſpeak who ſleeps below. 


XV. 


And, yet! cou'd ſtatues ought expreſs ; 
Or know the loſs they mourn ! 
The num'rous virtues, which did bleſs 
Thy life, might grace thy urn! 


XVI. 


All veiPd ! might charity attend; 
There, juſtice might appear ! 

Religion mourn her conſtant friend, 
And patience drop a tear. 


H 2 XVII. Then, 
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XVII. 


Then, might the animated duſt, 


From ſtate indignant riſe; 
And angels leave a prince's duſt, 
To guard the place where STELLA lies: 


O D k. 
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© 0 


I. 


H! then teach me, fair ſaint, while I live, 
The great leſſon to bear and forbear ! 
To forget; nay, like you! to forgive ; 
And to heal ev'ry wound with a tear. 


II. 


Human nature's too apt to decline; 

We are frail from the day of our birth! 
Then to pardon is next to divine, 

And the mortal, here, gains a new birth. 


III. 


But how few who like you will attend, 
To hear all, and then judge like kind Heav'n; 
This is ſure more than falls from the friend: 
Angels love, when they ſay we're forgiv'n! 


IV. 


Yes! whate'er were my notions before, 
That your mind roſe ſuperior to wrongs ; 
This kind circumſtance proves but the more 


To ſome boſoms the ſeraph belongs. - 
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V. 


Guide me, then, thro? this intricate vale, 
For, indeed! I am blind and aftray : 
Ev'ry night I perceive me too frail, 
And my errors increaſe with the day. : 


VI. 


But, I'm proud to acknowledge my ſhame, 
As I prove myſelf wiſer this hour ; 

('Tis to you I attribute the fame) 

Than I was but the minute before. 


VII. 


Then, correct me, but gently, dear friend! 
I can ill with ſeverity bear: 

With a word you can mercy extend, 
And my pardon is ſeal'd with a tear. 


To 
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1 LADY: 


| J. 
\ SC APP from rocks, and ſhoals, and ſands, 


Pl put to ſea no more; 
But, truly, with uplifted hands, 
Now kiſs the friendly ſhore. 


Se, 


II. 
Bleſt in content's ſo lovely vale, Fe 
No ſhipwreck can enſue ; 


No paſſion e'er can raiſe a 'gale, 
_ Unleſs deſign'd by you. 


III. 
Then keep me, ſince Pm now at land, 
In peace, and free of pain: 
Left, dreading a tyrannic hand, 
I launch my bark again! 


To 
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= 
V ES! my hills are all cover'd with pine; 
At their foot, quiver poplars ſo pale ; 


All my vally is chequer'd with vine, 
And your river meanders the yale. 


II. 


With my cows 1s beſprinkled each mead, 
And a fleecy world whitens the plain; 

Then I ſay to myſelf, as they feed, 
Theſe are ten times more grateful than men. 


III. 


Ah! then, why did I, ſimple! prolong 
All my bliſs to this halcyon hour; 
Twas my fortune, not me, that went wrong, 
And I never knew before. 


IV. 


From that moment my happineſs grew, 
All my life was no life till this day; 
Yes! I breath'd, but not liv'd, and I knew 


Ten Decembers for one month of May. 
V. From 
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| V. 
From my bow'r, then, like Adam I greet, 
From afar, my celeſtial gueſt ; 


And I run fach ſure friendſhip to meet, 
Who, thus, deigns with his ſervant to reſt. 
VI. 
My fair Eve, who partakes with her lord 
Ev'ry joy vhich his boſom can prove, 


Heaps up all that my gardens afford, 
And, then, joins to ſuch bounty her love. 


VII. 


And ought we the vile treaſure to ſpare, 
Or be niggards in this our poor ſtore ? 
Let us not for tomorrow take care! 
As the hand who gives this can give more. 


VIII. 


'Tis from him we've theſe beds of gay flow'rs; 
All theſe flocks, and theſe fruits, are his due; 3 
T' were ungrateful to ſay they are our's: 
Firſt to him I am bound, next to you. 


* 


IX. And, 
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IX. 


And, now, ſee, where he comes! whom we owe 
'That we live, thus, and ſmile out each day ; 

To receive is our joy, to beſtow h 
Is the greateſt of 


— 3 


x 

Thus ſhe chides with an accent ſo mild, 
That I liſten, in ſilence, awhile ! 

As oft” does, to his mother, the child, | 
Who well knows all will end in a ſmile. 


> EL pots : 
See our gueſt, now, departs with a ſong, 
- Bleſt to ſee us, thus, baniſh our woes; 
When ſhe whiſpers, the days are too long! 
And, then, bids me to think of repoſe. 


XII. 


I know well what ſhe means by her ſighs, 
And I point to the nuptial bow'r, 
Keep, oh! keep us, kind Heav'n ! ſhe cries, 
Still, thus, bleſt from misfortune's ſad hour! 


XIII. But, 
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XIII. 
But, oh! firſt let us praiſe, as is due, 
The kind hand which thus makes us ſo bleſt ; 
Heav*ns ſubſtitute means none but you ; . 
So we ſink into innocent reſt, 
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J. | 
O ME, honeſt ſexton ! take thy ſpade, 
And, quickly, let my grave be made ! 
The world and I but ill agree, 
Let thoſe who like, live after me: 


II. 


Bid yonder clock for others chime, 
For I, alas ! have done with time; 
Since time, which heals another's woes, 
But deeper wounds my wiſh't repoſe, 


III. 
No trav'ller, weary in his way, 
So crav'd his limbs at eaſe to lay; 
As I to drop my ſorrows down, 
And ſleep the whole of life in one. 


IV. 


Hope better hours, replies a friend, | | 
Who never knew ſad pleaſure's end; 
And, ſtill, inſenſible to care, 

| Floats on a ſea of folly there. 


V. Happier 
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V. 


Happier my lot is of the two! 
For who wou'd lead a life like you? 
Tis vegetation at the beſt, 

A life of ſuch unfeeling reſt. 


VI. 


For by a train of endleſs grief, 

J learn to give a due relief 

To thoſe whoſe cares are not their own, 
But dealt out by an hand unknown. 


| VII. 
Great friend of pity, friend to woe, 
Which from unſought of cauſes flow; 
Oh ! grant me, while I ſeem to live, 
Like thee to bear, forbear, forgive 


| SEL: 
If not, good ſexton, pray, go on ! 
Conclude the work you have begun ; 
Think not P11 blame you in the end, 
For my laſt breath ſhall call you friend. 
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The 
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T HE ECLIPSE. 
To the Tune of Morlr Moo. 
1 
HO U' D my aunt, ever, bid me diſcover, 
Why my heart is of late full of woe! 
Shall I tell her the name of my lover? 
Prudence bids me, alas! anſwer, no. 
But I fear! ere three months my poor mother 
Will obſerve ſomething here at my hips ; 


*Tis what happens at ſome time or other, 
And the fault was laſt Sunday's eclipſe. 


| II. | 
Oh! that ſweeteſt of days, ſhall I never 


Then behold the ſame pleaſures again ? 
I will ſuffer each ſorrow, for ever, 

Nay ! can laugh at the ſubſequent pain 
Where's the girl (pr'ythee tell me) as I do, 
Who pretends not to make little trips ? 

Not a maiden, or wife, or a widow, 
But wou'd wiſh ſuch a day of eclipſe. 


III. Ev'ry 
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III. 
Ev'ry one (ſays the phraſe) to his liking, 
So the man, as they cry, Kiſt his cow! 
*T'was her beauty, no doubt! that was ſtriking, 
And he lov'd tho? he cou'd not tell how. 
But, alas! I too well know the paſſion, 
Which came firſt from my ears to my lips; 
Pr'ythee, maids! have ſome grains of compaſſion, 
Nor reflect on a day of ecliple. 


IV. 


The briſk hunter delights in that minute 

Which affords the firſt ſight of his game; 
Others, cry, there is no pleaſure in it! 

And purſue greater pleaſures in fame. 
Some will toaſt their dear miſtreſs in claret, 

Till their tongue the king's good Engliſh clips; 
Let them love thus, whoſe heads can well bear it; 
Let me thirit, ſa I ſee an eclipſe, 


V. 


See! how freely the birds follow nature, 
And purſue independant their love, 
"Tis the heart which there joins ev'ry creature, 


Nor at gain does their ſympathy move; 
2 2 For, 
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For, like me! they purſue what they fancy, 
And, at paſſion alone, their heart ſkips ; 

Thoſe who love, then, will pity poor Nancy— — 
Ev'ry day does not bring an eclipſe. 


VI. 


Farmers dread, when their harveſt is coming, 
Wind and rain as their deareſt of foes; 
Cowards tremble when armies are drumming, 
And they fancy a million of woes. 

All, my fear is a change of affection, 
Lelt his love a ſtrange fickleneſs nips ! 

{,-i him conſtant remain, no dejection 
Shall befall me from any eclipſe. 


_— 
Oh! how little they know of true pleaſure, 
Who condemn by the rules of my aunt ; 
Minds can ſettle theſe maxims at leiſure, 
But the heart muſt not beat you will grant, 
Does the bee (when he roves o'er the garden) 
Stiot nis taſte as each flow'r he ſips? 
No, like me, he goes on, not regarding 
If *tis ſun-ſhine, or moon, or eclipſe ! 


VIII. Dull 
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VIII. 


Dull Geneva, with all their dull jargon, 
And their bundles of Calviniſt rules, 
Finds out means, oft', to ſtrike up a bargain, 
While they laugh at Conſiſtory fools ; 
Walk the ramparts, or, tramp the dull trail-oh, * 
Not a prude but the wink there ſhe tips, 
And, afide, ſhe will throw her black veil-oh ; 
While her lover explains the eclipſe. 


IX. 


And, now, Ladies! forgive this long ſtory, 
Since *tis love is the cauſe of my ſong ; 
Leave to Britain their Whig and their Tory, 
To ouxſelves let ſoft ſubjects belong! 
At a race the poor horſe that is jaded, 
Is too ſure of the ſpurs and the whips ; 
So my verſe will, I fear, be degraded, 
As my wit ſeems long ſince in eclipſe, 


® The public walk there is ſo call'd, 


13 WHEN 
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| ; 
HEN I aſk my poor heart ev'ry mornz + 
. (As T riſe to falute the new day) 
Wky, ah! why are you, ſtill, fo forlorn ? 
I now, thought ev'ry month wou'd be May. 


| II. 
Fell ambition, I know, is no more, 
With a ſtruggle that paſſion grew tame; 
And our vanities, ever, give o'er 
In the moment we ſuffer for fame. 


III. 
And can love, then, obtrude on that breaſt 
Where dull care has been quarter'd ſo long; 
Do, come! tell me, my heart, 'tis a teſt, 


And, by that, I can judge if you're wrong, 


IV. 
Why! my vines are all promiſing fair, 
And my garden each product beſtows 5 
Nay ! the lake gives freſh health, to good air; 
While, by labor, I merit repoſe, 


V. And © 


5M 
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v. 


And, what, then, ean my poor boſom mean, 
That it languiſhes, thus, day by day! | 

Ves! I gueſs, tho' I dare not explain; | 
Ah! then, tell me, my heart, pr 'ythee Gay! 


VI. 
Why! you want to call vineyards your own, _, 
And to plant on your family-ground; 
| Independants, alone, wear a crown, 
*Tis a kingdom you never have found. 


VII. 


Yes ! to ſay that theſe foreſts are mine, 

Muſt be pleaſure I cannot expreſs ; 

Theſe my ſheep, theſe my lambs, theſe my kine, 
Tis a joy I am ſtill left to 1 


VII. 


Yet! the day may once come, when, like, you, 
I ſhall find ſome Mzcenas in ſtore; 

But, alas! mongſt the many, how few. 
Who have feelings like my ——— 


IX, Then, 
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2 
Then, l'Il ſeek one, no further, but reſt 
All on him whom my fortune has found ! 
Why ſhou'd I, alone, doubt being bleſt ? 
When he bleſſes an univerſe round. 


: X. | | 
What he gives, you may, well, call your own; 
And enjoy it in freedom's repoſe ; 


For it comes as from pity's ſoft throne ;_ 
Heav'n grudges not what ſhe beſtows. 


XI. | 
Ah! then, where can the difference lie ? 
For kind nature is equal to all; 
Feed your ſheep, then, beneath his kind eye, 
And obey the dear natural call, 


XIT. 
Yes! tho? nature but calls me in vain, 
She is ready and fond to obey: 


For a ſummons ſtill greater I mean, 
And, till then, I, in baniſhment, ſtay. 


O D E. 
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2: 17 
Pg | 
HE dear hand of affliction I kiſs, 
Sure, at length, my ſad heart will be bleſt; 
For our woes are the ſource of each bliſs, 
As our labor gives reliſh to reſt. 


II. 


Yes ! of patience the pattern I'll be, 

My hard lot I will never bemoan; 
PH retreat from the world (as you ſee) 

And T'Il deal with my ſorrows, alone. 


III. 
What avails the world's pity the while 
My ſad heart knows no ſunſhine of May? 
They will grieve, when you Fr and they 
ſmile, 
When your looks give the hint to be gay. 


Their brief ſorrow, Kill, plays round the head, 
But can ne'er once come home to the heart; 
That's the lot of thoſe few who are bred 


In the ſchool of affliction, not, art. 
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The ſincereſt of friends or of foes, 
Is mis fortune the parent of truth; 
For ſhe never deceives---her ſweet woes, 
Guide us ſafely to age from our youth. 


VI. 


Yet! oh, ſunk with a weight too ſevere, 
Let me now find a placid retreat ; 

And partake (thro? each kind future year) 
That good heart which, to mine, ſeems to beat. 


VII. 


For, ſure! ne'er two ſuch boſoms were fir d, 
With a wiſh, ſo ſincere as our own ! 

And ſure never ſuch ſorrows inſpir'd 
To ſuch pity, the voice of a throne. 


VIII. 
Aye, but where is that throne which will heaz, 
Unleſs, thus, at the foot- ſtool of Heav'n; 
Oh! yes, here, J cou'd tell, but, I fear! 
If you gueſs, I'm, by filence, forgiv'n. 


YES! 
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. 
* ES! my STeLLa, this morning, perhaps to 


perplex, 

Thus demanded from me (as a friend to her ſex) 

Whether man cou'd to woman, the paſſions divide 

Of his friendſhip and love, and you gueſs what 
beſide: | 

I then, anſwered her boldly, nay, offer'd to prove, 

That a friendſhip for woman was ſiſter to love. 


II. 
That a friendſhip, by actions of kindneſs, may 
gain 
Kind reciprocal offers of friendſhip is leis; ; 
But, alas! tis a paſſion, ſo tame in itſelf, 
That, there, always, ſeems mixt an idea of pelf: 
But, in boſoms ſeraphic, far other thoughts move, 
For our friend we may live, but we'd die for our 
love, 


III. 


From our friendſhip we oft? find excuſes to part, 
And we ſeem not, ſome how, once aſham'd of 
| ſuch art; 

But, 
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But, in love, we wou' d fain leſs inconſtant 
appear, 

And we ſpeak with a foh when it ends with the 
year. 

This, perhaps! is the cauſe why ſo few can 
approve . 


Thus to chan gethe cool title of friendſhip for love. 


. 


To the world who impertinent daily wou'd pry 

Into all our beſt ſecrets with inſolent eye, 

To that world pr'ythee talk of cool friendſhip all 
day, 

That, perhaps! I am faithful, nor ſubject to ſtray; 


But, to me, (when alone) all reſtriction remove, 
At once tell me that friendſhip from woman is 


love. 
V. 
come! thou nobleſt of paſſions, thou beſt gift of 


pure Heav'n, 
Spark ztherial that ſeems to ſo few to be 3 ; 
Shall I venture to ſay that cool friendſhip became 
As the fuel to light a more exquiſite flame ? 
For, truſt me, and ſure, we may Judge who have 
ſtrove, 
Mere friendſhip's the ſhadow, our ſunſhine is love. 
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I. 
N O the world I but whiſper my grief, 
To yourſelf I have dar'd to ſpeak loud; 
For that world gives but ſlender relief, 
What avail the feign'd tears of a croud ? 


II. 
One kind drop from true pity's clear ſtream, 
Now wipes all, I have ſuffer'd, away; 
E'en ingratitude flies like a dream, 
Or the gueſt who but tarries a day. » 


„ 
Tho”, indeed! theſe impreſſions remain, 
Still the longeſt and laſt on the mind; 


The too ſenſitive heart feels a pain, 
Which the world leaves with pleaſure behind. 


g . ö 

To good fortune freſh viſits they pay, 
But fly quick from the threſhold of care; | 
Yes ! they love the bright ſun-ſhiny day, 1 
Nor e' er tread the dark vale of deſpair. 


K V. But | 
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V. . 
But, 'tis there---and 'tis there too, alone, 
Where we find the dear patron of woe; 
For he ſeeks the ſad ſhade as his own, 
And, he weeps, that more joy he may know. 


VI. 


How, at once, he may heal the ſick heart, 
How his pity an object may find; 

To indulge that true bliſs which, in part, 
We perceive in this Heav'n of our mind. 


VII. 


For 'tis here the ſole Heav'n we can gain, 8 
Nay to great and good minds 'tis enough; 

Our weak frame cou'd but ill more ſuſtain, 
We ſhou'd ſink, were we put to the proof. 


VII. 


Thus by kindeſt degrees are we born 
To ſupport the vaſt bliſs of the good; 
Heav'n, thus, opens at firſt like the morn, 
Till with pleaſure the mid-day is view'd. 


IX. Ves, 
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IX. 


ves! indeed, our too poor feeble ſight, 
Wou'd but ill the bright object ſurvey ; 

But, at length, we are form'd to that light, 

Which but leads to the regions of dax. 


X. 


That great day which will ne'er know an end, 
Where the mind will have dulcet employ, 

To hear all the paſt woes of each friend, 
And, then, ſhare the reciprocal joy. 


XI. 
Ah! then, who wou'd at ſorrow repine, 
When on earth they may find one like you ? 
But, ſhou'd their lot prove other than mine, : 
And their comfort not, here, be in view; 


XII. 


They at length a ſure Heav'n will find, 
Which will all their late bleſſings reſtore; 
Where no longer will blow the bleak wind, 
Nor rough billows diſturb the ſmooth ſhore. 
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7 es 


For all calm will that ſeaſon appear ! 
Not a voice ſhall be heard to bemoan ! 
Grief ſhall wipe her laſt ling'ring tear, 
And true love ſhall partake of her own. 


XIV. 


This is Heav'n when our life is no more, 

And when death cancels all from our birth ; 
You have here found a way long before, 
To diſcover my Heav'n upon earth. 
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8 God of love! ah---quit this breaſt, 


Nor hold thy torch ſo nigh--- 
Awhile allow my heart ſome reſt, 
Leſt Ella ſhare the ſigh, 


II. 


She, who ſhou'd only feel her own, 
Bears my afflitions too! 

Fain wou'd I keep my cares unknown ; 
Tho! ſhe cries, Tell me true. 


"BE 


Yet, let her ſorrows be remov'd, 
Pl ſpeak a ſofter tale; 

*Tis not the hour to whiſper love 
When deepeſt grieſs prevail. 


IV. 


Once, bleſt with independant eaſe, 

Pl prattle, as before; 
Till then---e*en love may once diſpleafe--- 
That once ſhall be no more. | 


118 
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I. 
HE tears which real grief wou'd give, 
Such grief will ever hide; 
And eyes, which mean not to deceive, 
For ever weep aſide. 


II. 


Not to excite, but to conceal, 
Your tears, accept a boon, 

From one who wiſhes but to feel 
What this may but too ſoon. 


III. 
Fain wou'd he, thus, ſupply its place, 
And wipe the eye of woe! 


Still hiding from her heart the caſe 
Which makes his ſorrow flow. 


[ 
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IV. 
The paltry gift, thus uſeleſs grown, 
May be reſtor'd again--- 
His boſom ſhall receive her moan--- 
His “ cheek each tear of pain. 


9 Alluding to 


O' er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tear each other ſheds, | 
M | Pos. 
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TO THE SAME: 
I. | 


W does my fair one dread to part? 


Her ſhepherd ſcorns to roam--- _ 
Oft' has ſhe prov'd his conſtant heart, 
That languiſhes for home. 


II. 
The joys of meeting well repay 
Thoſe pangs which abſence gives; 
Elſe, who cou'd bear that loſs one day, 
That, by her preſence, lives? 


III. 


With gold is purchas'd, ev'ry hour, 
What gold, ſtill, only buys; 

But what avails the glitt'ring ore 
For love or friendſhip's prize ? 


IV. 
Friendſhip, alone, it's value gains, 
And is by friendſhip won : 


And love, with all it's pleaſing pains, 
Is bought by love alone. 


\ 
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The Zevan MEZMENTO of Horace, 
imitated, . 


ET Fortune. uſe you as ſhe will, 
£4 Appear the man of temper ſtill ; 
And keep, tho” in the midi of woe, 
Thyſelf in---- Zgailibrio---- 


But yet the harder taſk we find, 
Juſtly to poize the tow'ring mind, 
When that good lady, at a ſlap, 
Lets fall a ticket in our lap. 


Well, let her frown, or let her ſmile, 
III be her dupe but for awhile; 
And ſoon, upon the graſs, forget 
The very name of ſuch a cheat--- _ 
There, with my laſs and bottle, play, 
In a perpetual roundelay ; 

Or where, to heighten our delight, 
| Thoſe interwoven ſhades invite; | 
Which (ſtranger to a noon-tide ray) 
Can make a twilight of the day, 
And 
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And give young folks an hint to join 
Embrace, like them---like them, intwine 
While water, unperceiv'd, diſtils, 

To feed the little /ubrer-rills---- 

Which, huddling in a thouſand ſtreams, 
Sweetly excite poetic dreams 


Come, pr'ythee ſet thy forehead free 
From all thoſe wrinkles which I ſee; 
If talking will not do, I'Il try 
The grand ſpecific--- Burgundy / 
We'll ſtrew the place with ev'ry flow'r ; 
And crop thoſe roſes (of an hour) 
Which elſe, perhaps, like you or J, 
May droop to-morrow, fall, and die. 


---Let's laugh and ſing---for, who's afraid? 
Death's but my ſhadow till I'm dead! 
And, then, believe for once the poet, 
Happy for us! we never know 1t---- 


---That pretty box, and range of trees, 
Where, now, you revel at your eaſe ; 
And, day by day, with hope beguile, 
May fall to Zohn-a-Noke, or Stile--- 
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Some rav*nous, ſcraping heir or other ; 

Some baſtard, or forgotten brother— 
Will make thoſe golden heaps a level, | 
And wiſh your lordſhip at the Devil; 
Becauſe ſome little, paltry ſum, : | 
Is wanting to compleat the p/umb--- 


---Sooner, or later, we muſt hence, 
And pay th' old ferryman his pence. 
The laſt poor ſolitary coin 

His worſhip ſuffers to be thine--- 


---The wretch, who breath'd in open air, 
A life of miſery and care--- _ 
Or he who, cloath'd in rich array, 
Far'd ſumptuouſly--- but ev'ry day! | 
Kings, poets, and the Lord knows what, 
Forgetting, die---and are forgot ; | | 
And, then, who has the moſt to ſay ? 
He who, like me, has liv'd to-day---- 
This, and this only, my good friend! 
Will hold a maxim to the end; 
And more immortalize your fame, 8 
Than wealth without an honeſt name; 
Which then, as in the moments paſt, 


Will bring you curſes to the laſt! 
I The 
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pn 


The Vives ur ALTA, Ge. 


OOKE where you will---above, below)! 
r *Tis one continu'd ſheet of ſnow-— 
The hilloc, and the mountain, wear, 
Alike, the garment of the year! 


---See! too, thoſe ſkeletons of oak, 
Unable to ſuſtain the ſtroke 
Of tyrant-nature, in their turn, 
Defenceleſs, droop, and, naked, mourn ! 


No more thoſe ſtreams are ſeen to flow, 
Which, but as yeſterday, you know, 
Unfetter'd, ſweetly ſtole along, 

To cheer the poet, and his ſong--- 


---With all my heart-— it ſhall be ſo; 

Seaſons, my friend! muſt come and go; 
Nature, who will do as ſhe will, 
Determines never to be ftill--- 


There's but one remedy, I find! 
(Hang all philoſophy 'of mind) 
| Good 
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Good fires, and chearful friends together, 
Are the ſole antidotes to weather---- 


Here! toaſt the king, and then tne nation ; 


I'll drink to trade and navigation; 
Or, if leſs Penſeroſo--Come, 
Here's to the fair of Chriſtendom. 
The reſt we leave to maſter Jove, 
Or any deputies above. 

-The winds that blow, and ſnows that fall, 
Are no concern of mine at all : 

*T'is his to ſmooth the rufiled wave; 
"Tis his the whirlwind to outbrave ; 
Or, by a word---a nod, to prove 
The calm, or tempeſt, full of Jove: 
To freeze, or thaw, this ball of earth; 
To ſcatter plenteouſneſs, or dearth : 
To cloathe, or ſirip, the foreſt pine, 
Is his, and no afair of mine--- 


---Never put o on the look of ſorrow, 
For what's to come (or not) to-morrow : 
To-morrow of itſelf takes care--- 
To-morrow's ever in the air! 

Nor your's, nor mine, till we can ſay, 
And ſtamp it with the name To- day 


1 Preſume 
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Preſume not on the riſing ſun, 
And, then, it is a morrow won; 
A day in pocket fairly got--- 
We'll run a- tick for what is not- 


Children we are; or, what you pleaſe, 
At exits, and at enirances, | 
Youth once, and only once, appears 

In theſe poor ſublunary ſpheres ; 

Then, while you may, enjoy a ſcene 
Which never can be view'd again ! 

Anon, moroſeneſs and regret, 

Will damp, o'cr-cloud, and make you fret 
Fret ! to reflect on many a joy 

Loſt, or neglected, when a boy : 

Soon, very ſoon, each hill and grove 

Will charm, by ſympathy, to love; 

And moonſhine rambles o'er the glade, 

To form the midnight /erenade : 

'Then, whiſpers, or the treble note 

Of giggling girls, will draw you out: 
With here, an 5% “ and there, an huſh / 
Behind the wall, or friendly buſh, 

Will fire, with thoughts of this or that, 


And make your heart go pit-a-pat; 


While 
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While little trophies of your love--- 
A garter, handkerchief, or glove; 
Stol'n from her neck, her arm, her knee, 
With many a ns, and many a yea, | 
Stamps you a greater monarch far, 
Than Sweat Charles, or Peter Char, 


L 2 The 
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The TV NE QUASIERIS, Cc. 


EEK not to find, preſun uous man! 
That too nice criſs of "ue plan, 
V nich :9 Orc? expl ain 'd a and m made your OM, 


Agaln you'd wiſſi to be unknown! 


— 5 


Kind Ledv'n Ri ſetts above the reach 


Of ey'ry pert, enquiring wretch, 
Nor ſolves the riddle, till too late 
To blab that ſecret of cur fate; 
Still, friendly, ſhews to ev'ry age 
The volume, but conceals the page. 
Leave. ftars and planets to themſelves; 
Let us, poor tranſitory elves, = 
Mind what's before us, and forbear 
A thought of t'other hemiſphere : 


Matter of mighty ſmall concern, 


Whether we move exact in turn; 
Or whether I, the younger, g0 
Firit, to prepare the way for you--- 


laws er your lot is caſt, or mine, 
Nor eavy, here---nor, there, repine. 
Better, or worſe, the ſame appear, 


And fport the philoſophic air 


; 2 
13t 
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That tipſtaff Death will ſhew his face, 


In ſpite of reaſon, or grimace, = 
While time, attendant on his pride, 
Walks on, and gives him ſtride for ſtride, 


Be wiſe ! be happy! ev'ry hour 
Enhances that which went before, 
And gives, perhaps, a richer zeſt, 
'To what, but now, appear'd the beſt ; 
E'en while we ſpeak, like Hamlet's ghoſt, 
"Tis here---"tis there again---tis loſt ! 


hen hang the fool, and ſay I ſaid it, 
Who gives this day to-morrow's credit. 
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The DirFuctrs Nives, Sc. 


HE weary conflict, now, is paſt, 
And wiſh'd- for ſpring returns at laſt ! 
Lo! ſtubborn Winter yields the cauſe--- 
Reluctant, owns thy milder laws; 
And, ſnarling, calls his tribe away, 
, ; 7 
At fight of Heav'n- approaching May! 
Hill, dale, and lawn, and mountain-brow, 
Shout, all, at the retreating foe 
See! ineadows laugh, and vallies fing, 
While ſky-wrapt larks, upon the wing, 
From earth, exulting as they riſe, 
Preclaim the bleiſeg to the ſkies--- 


---Nature, throughout, aſſumes the bride, 
And throws her wrinkled front afide ; 
Gay Icoks, and op'ning ſmiles, diſplace 
The image of December's face, 
And leave th' expanding fancy room 
To tkink eternal May is come. 


Here, pebbled waters, huddling, call 
And echo to each other's fall! 
There, willows, fendly, overlook 
Their mimic ſhadow in the brook ; 
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While nature breathes, with plenty, peace, 
And gladly bids the world increaſe--- 


---Proud of her ſmart, obſequious train, 
Almeria, now, reſeeks the plain, 
And, o'er the moon-refleQing glade, 
Enjoys the midnight ſerenade. 
In vain mama repeats, Tate care, 
OF ugly damps, and evening air; 
She, warm with love, all damps defies, 
But thoſe of her Leander's eyes. 


Yet, beauteous as the ſcene appears, - 
Spring, ſummer, autumn, .years on years, 
Shall paſs away, nor leave bekind 
A bare idea in the mind: 

Th' unbiaſs'd wheel for ever goes, 
And ſcarce a tranſient look allows 3 
Like pictures, in an obvious glaſs, 
Bchold each winged ſeaſon paſs--- 


---Firſt, winter's black, ill-boding brow, 
Incruſted, low'rs awhile in {now ; 
For ſpring, you ſee, uſurps the ſway, 
And drives the ſluggard foe away: 
Scarce can the youth affect to imile, 
But ſcorching ſuns, and ſummer's toil, 
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Cancels the glories of his reign, 

And Autumn takes the ſtubble plain: 
A moment, to unload his ſtore, 

He ſtays, and then is heard no more! 
Now Winter growls, in ſullen rain--- 
Then, ſee---returning Spring again! 
All changing, but to be the ſame 

In nature, quality, and name--- 
---That ſun, which ſickens in the weſt, 
Again rejoices in the eaſt. 

Behold the waining moon replace 

Her argent orb, and wonted face : 

The num'rous ſtars, which glad the ſkies, 
Fall but to earth again to riſe : 

Yet man for ever falls; no more 

We tread again the Stygian ſhore : 

If once we croſs the duſky tide, 

Adieu, fond ſublunary pride ! 

Poor, humble, penitential duſt, 

Is all the mighty all we boaſt--- 


Who knows how Heav'n's all-ſeeing pow'r 


Has figur'd the approaching hour ? 
Can ſixty-three, or twenty-one, 
Dare to inſure to-morrow's ſun ? 
Such is the book of Heav*n decreed, 
Tis juſt too late when'er we read. 


BA GATE LL ES. 
Then graſp the preſent zow, my friend; 
On that, and only that, depend! 
Cut ſhort your heir, *twixt you and TI, 
By giving, largely, ere you die : 
Once poſted in the book of fate, 
You'll find all charity too late 
There fix*d for ever---ever bound 
With adamantine walls around--- 
Locke, Newton, Pope, may, all, in vain, 
Lay ſchemes to get you back again 
E'en Ella's eloquence wou'd fail, 
Who never knew but to prevail. 
II- natur'd Death grants no reprieve; 
There's no corruption in the grave: 
Then take the friendly hint I give, 
Deſpiſe him while you can---and LIVE. 
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To ** * * 


_ — F*OND Hope! enjoyment's poiſon go! 
Moſt ſeeming friend, when certain foe--- 

Quick leave this breaſt, nor teach my vein 

To thrill with pleaſurable pain--- 

--- And thou, dull Fear! ſtill hand in hand, 

With her, attendant at command, 

As ye together came, depart, 

And, kindly, re-inſtate my heart. 

---Like peaceful hermit let it dwell 

For ever in this quiet cell, 

Nor e'er, from this ſad moment, know 

Your duller ebb---or quicker flow, 

But, with that ever-living fiream, 

For ever move, yet move the {ame ;. 


---So ſung the bard, as on a hill 
He liſten'd to the ſubter-rill : 
Riches, what ſerve they ? but to plant 
Freſh ſeeds of diſcontent and want--- 
And Honor, what art thou ? a name, 
Whoſe baſis, is the breath of fame. 
*Gainſt wealth and honor make me proof, 
Tis all I ak---and *tis enough. 
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---The jealous God, who prickt his ears 
At all this rout of hopes and fears, 
Diſcharg'd one arrow from above, 
Which, inſtant, turn'd his ſoul to love! 
Love gave his heart, at once, the zeſt, 
For riches, honor, and the reſt; 
So hope, and fear, and joy, and pain, 
Began to daice the rounds again; . 
While the poor comfort of his mind, 
Is but to rail, and call him blind. 


I. REASON 
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. 
EASON and Love, the other day, 


By mere good fortune meeting, 


After the uſual friendly way, 


* 


Of, How-d*ye-do ? and greeting: 
I. 

Cries Reaſon, let us, for a while, 

Adjuſt, and ſettle matters ; 


How is it, when you hearts beguile, 
You ſo forget your betters ? 


III. 


Sure! my aſſiſtance and advice 
Might, ſometimes, be of uſe; 

How happy is it, when the wiſe 
And prudent tie the nooſe ! 


IV. 


Witneſs---but Cupid, in a pet, 
(Juſt as the proof was bringing) 
| Wing'd ſuch a ſhaft, as nicely hit 
His tongue---and ſpoilt his ſinging. 
3 


V. From 
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v. 


From that unlucky hour, I dare, 
With thouſands more, to prove, 
That Reaſon cannot interfere, 

| To give an hint in love. 


M I. The 
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. 
HE little, purblind, rambling God, 
Once, at the midnight hour, 
Benighted, in a foreign road, 1 
Juſt tapt at Reaſon's door. 


II. 


Reaſon and he, for years, till now, 
Had never chang'd a word--- 

Some pique- no matter what, nor how; 
Nor have l ever heard. 


III. 


Pleas'd with a pow'r, ſo opportune, 
To grant what terms he wou'd, 

He riſes, haſtes to grant his boon, 
And help the little God. 


IV. 


Now, ſkipping o'er the ſeveral forms 
Of their capitulation : 

In one word, Reaſon made his terms, 
Without much denegation. 


V. What 
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V. 


What could the little urchin do! 
Blind---weary---and in danger! 

*Twas lucky, as the caſe was fo, 
Reaſon was not a ſtranger. - 


VI. 


His arms, next morning, were reſtor'd, 
He marches off with honor : 

But, hence, o'er children only lord, 

Fights under Reaſon's banner. 


M 2 _ELLA'S 
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ELLA'S BIR TH- D Ax. 


*LLA's fo womaniſh, and wiſe, 
She cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes; 
For, tho' a child, each ſon of Adam 
Is ſeen to bow, and call her Madam. 
While children, of her baby-age 


Liſping obedience, ſpeak her ſage. 


What parent more cou'd e'er deſire? 
Women adore---and men admire! 

But do not choiceſt bloſſoms meet, 

The ſooner, ſome unlucky fate ? 

---They do---yet bought experience ſays, 
There are ſure means, and eaſy ways, 
Which, us'd, may, ſtill, preſerve a bloom 
That promiſes ſuch fruit to come! 


---Then ſhield her! you who have the care 
Of rearing the angelic fair--- | 
Defend her, by the warmth of ſenſe, 
From that eaſt wind---Impertinence|! 
The northern blaſts of Self-conceit, 
Keep off by energy of wit--- 

"Twill greatly overpay the toil--- 
] know the nature of the ſoil--- 


But! 


-@ 
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— But! let the gentler breeze, at ſouth, 
Of virtue aid the happy growth; 
Let weſtern gales, of pious truth, 
Ripen this excellence of youth! 
While the gay ſunſhine of good- nature, 
Raiſes an angel from the creature--- 


---Thus far from mortals may be giv'n; 
The reſt - che wiſeſt leave to Heav'n, 
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T PI 7 2 FH 


T tomb, what few ſucceeding ones ſhall 
boaſt, | | 

A Britiſh name preſerves, and Britiſh duſt--- 

Fame ſpeaks the reſt---when Envy will approve, 

Small praiſe is ſcandal to his Ella's love. 


AN OF ES © 


6 GWVEETS to the faveet,"? farewell ! nor, 


longer mourn 
A luckleſs huſband from your boſom torn : 


No longer blame a father's treach'rous heart; 
Blameleſs yourſelf, and innocent of art--- 
Fav'rite of Heav'n! in early life remov'd! 
With angels live, and love, and be belov'd ! 
With angels feel what fate deny'd you here ; 
iiſs! endleſs, as the friend and huſband's tear! 
In all your virtues may the world agree! | 
Your failings---bury'd in the grave, and me. 


I, WHY 
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I. 


HY does my Turturella moan ? 
Pve loſt, in footh, my mate! 
Life will, be, now, one conſtant groan--- 
How hard's a lover's fate ! 


II. 
Von gunner, as he, proudly, ſtrode 
The tyrant of our grove, 


Kill'd my dear lord my life---my God - 
And, in one word, my love! 


III. 
Then why thus, vainly, do you mourn, 
While ſuch ſad danger's nigh ?' 
That cruel gunner may return, 
And Turturclla die !--- 


IV. 
Ah! wou'd to Heav'n relenting fate 
Wou'd bend his ſteps this way--- 


See! there he comes who ſlew my mate; 
I therefore---therefore---ſtay. 


„ ELLA 
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ELLAs BIR TH-DAY. 


Little pepper-corn, or roſe, 

As well the tenant's duty ſhews,. 
And proves his lordſhip's right the ſame,. 
As if the nobleſt favor came--- 
*Tis not the value, you muſt know; 
But 'tis his due, and what we owe--- 


*Tis Ella's birth-day---and *tis hard. 
She ſhou'd not find a richer bard :. 
Yet, 'tis the all within his coffers ; 
And freely what he has, he offers--- 


---Oh! cou'd I, by ſome pow'r divine 
(As once the Sun cou'd ceaſe to ſhine, 
When Joſhua, by ſuperior force, 
Cry'd, Stand thou ſtill, and ſtop thy courſe) 
But add to Ella's youth the day | 
Which from myſelf Pd wreſt away; 
No longer ſhou'd your bard repine ; 
Ella ſhou'd, inſtantly, be mine--- 


---Or | 
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---Or cou'd I reach my laſt abode, 
Return, and meet you on the road ! 
Such company, I truſt, wou'd ſoothe, 
And eaſe the footſteps of us both; _ 
While, arm in arm, we journey'd on, 
Thro' love and friendſhip, under one. 
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e ĩ ðͤ Do 


From R O ME. 


EARING you have taken a vagary, 

To turn a ſort of antiquary; 
I thought it but a neighbour's duty 
(Were I not prompted to't by beauty) 
Forgetting trouble, coft, or diſtance, 
To lend all poſſible affiſtance : 
And if my young collection can 
The ſmalleſt approbation gain; 
If trifles of my choice, tho' poor, 
May add to your increaſing ſtore, 
Accept them without more ado; 
No one more welcome Entre nous 


Firſt, then, obſerve, I ſend you, madam, 
The very Thorn with which old Adam, 
For want of better modern needle, 


Wiſely ſew'd leaves about his middle--- 


---The thread, they tell me, I'm poſſeſt of; 
But that I dare not vouch the leaſt of : 
Becauſe, I fear, 'tis falſe and ſpurious ; 
Therefore, unwelcome to the curious 
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---The next thing, that is worth remark, 
Is a ſmall piece of Noah's ark, 
Carefully wrapt up, do you ſee? 
Juſt as *twas handed down to me--- 


---As, alſo, a young pinion feather 
Of that ſame dove who, twice together, 
Went out to ſee the wind and rain, 
And, wiſely, ne'er return'd again 


---Obſerve the other, and you'll ſee 
A very---very---rarity ! 
It is the true, authentic ſcore, 
On which king David us'd to pore, 
And gain'd ſuch wond'rous approbation, 
He was firſt fiddle in the nation 


---The fourth---and what is no leſs rare, 
Ts a lank lock of Sampſon's hair: 
And then, a ſpoonful of that ſalt 
Lot's wife was turn'd to for a fault, 
Which fince is grown ſo very common, 
As not to have it doubts the woman--- 


---The little ſtone which kilb'd Goliah: 
All the eye-teeth of Jeremiah. 
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A feather from that honeſt raven 
Which brought Elijah ſcraps from Heaven. 
A toe- nail of a monſtrous mouſe; 

And hideous back-bone of a louſe. 

Two of thoſe plagues which Pharach found, 


And, often, wiſht them underground 


A bull-ruſh, taken from the cradle 

In which young Moſes us'd to paddle : 
A button from the very waiſtcoat 

Which Joſeph wore to ſave his beſt-coat ; 
With ſome few patterns, in a packet, 
Of his old party-color'd jacket--- 

And fifty more as curious---all 

Equally voucht original--- 


— But, leſt ſo long a courſe of years, 
As this my choice collection bears, 
Shou'd hurt the credit of the thing, 
And leave your faith a wavering, 
Your curious brother Yir:uc/o 
Has, for the ſake of Del Pode/o, 
By dint of trouble, ſcrap'd together, 
Things which will flop a wvhy ? a wvhether 2 
Equally curious, and inviting, 


As what I now have been reciting ; 


Things 


85 
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Things which have happen'd in our climes ; ; 
And rarities of preſent times 


--- Obſerve in that ſame little phial, 
A lawyer's truth and ſelf-denial--- 
*Tis ſcarce to be diſcern'd, you cry, 
Without a microſcopic eye--- 


---That, ſeeming empty, glaſs contains 
A courtier's promiſes and gains: 
And, on that ſpotleſs paper, view 
Rewards of merit, blazon'd true--- 


Some gratitude I ſought---but never 
Could find a remnant tight and clever : 
The little piece you here perceive 
Was found at Paris, as I live; 
Doubtleſs, unknown unto the dame, 
Or you had never ſeen the ſame--- 


That largeſt box, of all, is cramm'd 


With female follies, cloſely ramm'd: 
And in that nutſhell, too, are laid 
Their virtues---if they are not fled--- 


---Obſerve upon that wafer, next, 


All marriage comforts, wrote in text; 
N And 
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And, on that folio ſheet, diſplay'd, 
The pleaſures of a ſingle maid. 
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---Once more, and not to tire your patience; 
Take notice of that box of eſſence: | | 
Cou'd you deviſe (I hardly know) 

That ia this compaſs lies a beau--- 
Reiigion, too, ſo ſmall and thin, 
Stuck, like a ſpider, on a pin. 
Virtue's rewards---a poet's gains--- 
A lady's vows---a lover's pains--- 
All carv'd, moſt curiouſly, in one, 
Upon that little cherry-Rone--- 
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From theſe few hints and few, indeed, 
To what J carry in my head, 
Your ladyſhip may plainly ſee 
Something that ſmells ant quity--- 
| And the beſt method I can figure, 
To guſothe ſcience on with vigour, 
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„ What follows is foreign to the firft bt; andi 
her re, left cut; ; but concaudes thus: ..- - Tx» F 
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Add to all theſe---a flame fincere, 1 
Ior you know Tobo=< and you know wheres, {$ | 
My, if you're jealous tr. and grumble-ea 


e am---yuur very humble, 
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HO! 1 wÿ•m 
SAT. IX. BOOK I. 


OUNGING along, the other day, 
(As, but too oft', is ——'s way) 

On Bagazelles ſo deeply bent, 
He hardly knew which way he went--- 
Juſt at the end of K/ofer-Gaſs *, 
(Your —knows the very place) 
Up comes a man (of Gothic frame) 
Who ſcarce e'en knew my Chriſtian name; 
And, having ſqueez'd my ſhrinking hand, 
Cries, © How d'ye go ?”---You ſee I ſtand--- _ | 
© Well! how d'ye fare, then, my ſweet brother?“ 
I fare on ſweets---ſometimes the other ; 
And, tho? I can't collect your name, 
Hope you fare better---or the ſame--- 


I thought my anſwer was enough 5 

But he ſtuck cloſer to the ſtuff. 

Hacked him what he meant to do? 

For I was buſy Centre nous.) 

«© What, you pretend, now, not to 4x it? 
Why, then, I am your Brother Poet.” 


N 2 Oh! 
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Oh! to be ſure! if that's your plea 
That will endear you more to me! 
Now, wiſhing much to give the ſlip, 

I ran---] ſtopt---then gave the hip, 

As if I wanted to ſay more 

To my black footboy---juſt before. 
And, next, from head to foot begun 
Involuntary ſweats to run, 

What happy mortals are the eb 4 
Who never hear but what they chuſe--- 


---Now, when again I ftrove to chat, 
And talkt away of this, and that 
How Manheim's city ftruck the curious! 


The opera, great---amuſements, various: 


All gratis, too---npon the whole 
Our Charles has a majeſtic ſoul. 
I anſwer'd not a fingle word--- 
Nay, with ſome difficulty heard, 


„Oh, ho!” ſays he, I gueſs your ſcheme ; i 


«« You want to quit me and my theme; 
« But 'tis in vain---T'll keep in reach, 
And ſtick as cloſe as any Teach--- 

„'I follow the ſame road you go, 


Nor leave your {ide---I love you ſo!“ 


Oh! 
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Oh! pray---For Heav'n's ſake! why ſhou'd I 
Lead you about the Lord knows why ? 
I'm bent to ſee a friend alone, 
Whoſe very name's to you unknown! 
Befides ! he lives acroſs the Rhine, 
Almolt as far as Ocker ſhein--- t ; 
l long to view the prince's hall--- 
And then I go to Franchendahl--- 
The manufacture, fain, I'd fee, 
Which wrought this very box for me--- 


% Oh! as to that---'m at your plcaſure--- 


4 Þ'II follow---'tis an hour of leiſure. 


« My enemies (to do me right) 
« Say I'm not lazy, and tread light!“ 


---I now began to drop my ears, 
Like ſtubborn aſſes in their geers, 
When the damn'd miller, on the road 
Gives him (in ſpite) a double Joad--- 


-==< Still!” he begins again, „the ſame! 
f you well knew me, and my name, 
« You'd rate me higher, I declare, 
“Than ever Charles did his Voltaire--- 
N 3 % For 
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For (entre nous} Vil write as faſt--- 

„ And better rhimes, too, than his laſt--- 
And I can dance, too, let me tell ye! 
* Pl] challenge — at a Ballet 


A, now, broke in on his diſcourſe; 
For *twas high time---from worſe to worſe--- 


---Have you, dear ſir, I pray, a mother! 
Or a well-wiſhing fiſter---brother--- 
« Not I,” ſays he, © upon my life--- 
«« I bury'd all; and, laſt, my wife!“ 
Happy are they, thus, under-ground--- 
I'm, now, the ſole one to be found; 
Diſpatch me, then, in love or hate, 
Nor let me linger in my fate; 


For, certainly, the time draws near--- 


P11 tell you why, fir! pr'ythee hear !--- 


I do remember, when at ſchool, 
A good old woman (not a fool) 
Told my ſad fortune by this hand; 
The way they make you underſtand--- 


*«« He ſhall not die by pois'nous drench, 
Nor fall in battle *gainſt the French--- 
| «« Nor 
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«« Nor pleuriſy---nor cough---nor gout 

« Shall be the means to fend him out--- 
© No! he ſhall die by dint of tongue ; 
„Then be advis'd, and fly when young; 


Fly the firſt prater, as a peſt--- 


© Think of my words---and gueſs the reſt ! 129 


The Jeſuits? church was now at hand; 
And day declin'd, you'll underſtand. 
« Bleſs me!“ ſays he, the courts are fitting; 
J have a proceſs there this meeting; 
« And 1 ſhall loſe it (much I fear) 
If I don't, inſtantly, appear. 
„% Now, if you love me, ſtep this way 
„Who knows but I may get the day?“ 


Oh! may I periſh! if I know 
One word of law---and I muſt go. 
Fain wou'd I ſtay to pleaſe my friend 
You know my this day's journey's end- 


— Well, faith, I'm puzzled Centre nous) 
« Whether to leave my cauſe, or you.“ 
Oh me! (the caſe is not in doubt) 
« No! (ſecond thoughts) Ill ſee you out.” 
So he ſteps on; I follow ſlower; . 
Hating to thwart ſuperior pow'r.—- 
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---©© And, now,” ſays he, © how fares th? 

EleQor ? | | 

« Your great Mæcenas and protector! 

A man of choſen friends, tho' few! 

„ Such was the learn'd Auguſtus---True ! 

« D'ye think 1 cou'd not ſerve you there? 

«© Pm clever at a plot, I ſwear--- 

« Can be a ſpy ; betray ; confound : 

Will turn his very council round--- 

In leſs than half a year (you'll ſee) 

« P11 change his very miniſtry“ 


Oh! pray---for Heaven's ſake, hold your peace! 
His houſe is nat like one of theſe ! | 
Stranger to evils of this ſort ! 

*Tis plain you have not been at court. 
There not a jealouſy is found, 

Who is moſt rich, or moſt profound : 
Each man, according to his merit, 

Is ſure his favor to inherit--- 


« Why this is ſtrange---h1s courts alone— 
« There's hardly ſuch another known. 


„ You make me eager to be near him--- 


« *Tis ſaid they love him, while they fear him“ 
| 1 | 'The 


BAGATELLES. 141 
The difficulties are at firſt; 

| You'll find thoſe dangers are the worſt- 

« Oh! Pl not wait, as others do; 

« P11 bribe his pages, Heydukes ꝙ too--- 

« Shou'd his Grand Miitre de Cuiſine 

«« Forget to aſk me if I'Il dine: 
% Nay ! even if they ſhut the door, 
'] come again, fir, as before 

« Never de/ift is ſtill my motto--- 

« I'll give him an antigue- n Otho--- 

„'I catch him as he walks alone 

« By perſeverance all is won” --- 


While, thus, he rattled, without end 
— — came up---My honeſt friend! 
And — — knew him all the while 
(But kept the ſecret with a ſmile) 
And, how d'ye do? Arriv'd here, when? 
Are our friends well at || Switzengen ?P— 
I ſlily pluckt him by the ſleeve, 
In hopes he'd get me a reprieve— 
I nodded, winkt with either eye— 
But — — choſe to play the / 
I own J never cou'd believe 
— —, before, cou'd thus deceive ! 


But 
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But *twas my fate—and all my cure 
Was to fret inward, and endure—, 


: — Something I hear you have to ſay ; 
But *tis as well another day— 

*Tis high maſs now—won't you go in? 
Faith! I've no fears about my ſin! _ 


But I have ſcruples of my conſcience, 
«© Pſha! never mind—Confeſlion's nonſenſe,” 


Forgive me—at ſome other time, 


My — then wa your's ſhall chime. 


—Well ! ſure no day that e'er can be 
Was half ſo dark and dull to me. 
— — (in frolic) left me there, 
To bleed beneath a butcher's care— 


—But madam Fortune (at the laſt) 
In pity of what thus had paſt, 
Sent a briſk tipſtaff to my aid— 
Ho! Hoa, fir—What! from juſtice fled ? ? 
Loud as a Stentor now he calls! 
You hear him round the palace walls! 
I have you, fir—Will keep you faſt— 
To priſon—Come, ſir—I'm in haſte 


The 
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—'The mob collects the word they give: 
T find, at length, a kind reprieve. 
Then haſte away—And glad to run; 
For Sophiniſba was begun f. 


* Anſwering to our Pater-Noſter- Roo. 


t A country palace of prince Frederic of Deux-Ponts. 
+ The Opera. 


S The Chamber guard of foreign courts 3 anſwering to our 


A country palace of the Elector Palatine, 


— 


— 
— 


— 2 


* 
— * DEER Ye "VEL * 
— 8 i —— 1 > . —— Graph 
"EF 8 , 
— hs . 


— — 
— es —— 


— 


— — 


r 
CSS 2 — 
— ů ů —̃ — 


ISS 


—ů — - 
EE nie 


3 N 2 8 
e nr: 
r Mw © 
— 2 


— —— 
1 L 7 
— = 


—— 


. _— 


— 4” 


. ee a 
— — 


— 


nr 
7 : : 
— — — — 
= 2 


err 5 


5 —— * — * TIS ET * LY 7 7 
. ˙ !A ² oe Ta < | 2 s 
— — 75 * "4 2 rr 
= _— - — — —— Pot . 1 * r 
> : b * 8 8 — — 22 
2 N 4 
I 7 = — * — - a wy 


144 BAGATELLES. 


J. 
ADAM Venus, attended by each pretty 


grace, 
With a ſupplicant knee and her ſweet begging 
face, - 
Aſkt of Bacchus, this morning, a favor: 
When his Godſhip at once rais'd her up with a 
kiſs ; 
Then tell me, ſays he, what the great favor is ; 
Fe or I cannot refuſe one ſo clever. ; 


Hh. 


Why the truth, ſays her Goddeſsſhip, and the 
whole truth, 
Is, in ſpite of my beauty, my and my 
youth, 

That I can't make a proſelyte now— 

Not a man do] find that is able to prove 

Once a convert from rambling, to laudable love; 
But they all pay their homage to you. 


UI. 


Jolly Bacchus reply'd, and reply'd with a ſmile, 
Pr'ythee Venus obſerve, and believe me the while, 
7 OD t, here, it is plain; 
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For I ne'er ſee a man till you firſt wound his 
heart; 
Then he flies to his doctor to tale out the dart; ; 
Which I do with a flaſk of Champaign 


IV. 


Oh! a flaſk, ſays fair Venus, would never do 
harm ; 

But they drink till, een, beauty no longer can 
Charm, 


And I loſe, ever after, my pow'r— 
Pr'ythee, Venus, a truce, ſaid the roſy cheek'd 
+ God ; : 
For whatever my frolics may be all abroad, 

In this place they ſhall drink but an hour. 


V. 
Thus ſhall friendſhip and love to it's channel 
return, 
And with virtue alone ſhall both ſexes ain burn; 
| But, remember, I only mean here— 
For, in Lo.don, P11 puſh the briſk glaſs as before, 
And wall rattle, and prattle, and frolic, and roar 5 
For, pray, who is my Godſhip to fear? 


O VI. Venus 
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VI. 


Venus now ran away to each fair blooming maid; 
Oh! I came, I Jaw, and I conquer d, ſhe ſaid; 
His proud Godſhip, at once, buckles to 
For the bottle, he iwears, ſhall henceforward 
ſubmit 
To your beauty, your ſenſe, your good-nature, 
your wit; | 
And that men ſhall give women their due, 


THOU! 


rd 


re, 


J! 


BAGATELLES. 147 


HOU ! to whoſe worth my heart in ſecret 
- | bow'd, | 
And ſigh'd what, oft', I wiſh'd to ſpeak aloud ! 
(But that our ſex's rules my pleaſure ty'd, 
And forc'd my bluſhes ev'ry wiſh to hide) 
Thou! to whoſe heart, I once, cou'd make appeal; 
That heart, which, then, wou'd ev'ry hope reveal, 
And, on the wings of truth, each accent brought, 
To bid you ſpeak the very thing you thought 
'Thou—but no more the ſelf-ſame friend I vicw; 
Vourſelf the ſhadow of that form I knew--- 


Long have we borne (tho? innocent) the ſhame 
Of wearing the inconſtant female's name; 
While man, ſtill undeſerving, proudly ſwore 
Their hearts were faithful, and deprav'd no more! 
Each ſudden change, now, but belongs to man! 
Our ſex, it ſeems, purſue the conſtant plan : 


Por, oh! in ſpite of all Pve felt for you, 


My heart beats equal time, and dares be true 


But, when a change ſo ſudden ſhall appear, 
We aſk a reaſon, tho* we aſk with fear ! 
Well knowing, guilt will raiſe eternal woe; 
And, ſure, I fain wou'd hide the guilt you knows 
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To gen'rous hearts ſtill pity will belong--- 


Tis puniſhment enough to do the wrong--- 


— Health to that rival of my former joy! 
May there, alone, poſſeſſion never cloy! 
My laſt fad breath is but myſelf to blame, 
Who vainly thought that love was not a name 
And being juſt (een to my deareſt foe) 
Was, ſtill, inclin'd to think each other ſo: 
By my own upright heart I judg'd of all; 
And, from that height of folly, date my fall -- 


---Go on | the path you like with joy purſue--- 
Honor is, till, the goal I have in view! 
A laſting pleaſure can no other give--- 
Vengearce is your's --my Heav'n is, to forgive! 
And, know, with all your frailties ſtill in view, 
That mine was greateſt, to believe in you. 


---Trufſt not a man---by nature they betray 
Chamont (I think) approves the words I ſay : 


Whene'er he talks of love, a caution give; 


e But, if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive !”? 


---Then ! boaſt not of a triumph I deſpiſe--- 


Nor think, tho' mean, myſelf a meaner prize 
| | All 
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All honor lies in acting, well, your part; 
And the beſt jewel is a virtuous heart: 

That jewel may I wear till life is o'er, 

Then bear it with me to that bliſsful ſhore 

Where virtue finds her long-deſerved throne, 

And love, like mine, ſhall there partake her own, 


O2 Ta 
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1. 


ILE Ella, with an heart as kind, 
And no leſs fympathetic mind, 
Feels Eloiſa's woes! 
Who would not, almoſt, wiſh his fate, 
Could Abelard transfuſe his ſtate 
T'o one of like repoſe ? 


IT. 


To feel her tears bedew his tomb : 

To hear her voice I come! I come? 
„Prepare your roſeate bow'rs !”? 

Sure this is more than een to live, 

To have thy Eloiſe ſurvive, 


And firew his grave with flow'rs. 


III. 


When Tara weeps! ſhe ſheds a tear; 
A ſigh for ev'ry ſigh we hear; 
Strange to each vulgar mind! 
And poor Almeria's griefs wou'd end, 
Was not the too, tor feeling friend, 
In Ella's boſom join'd--- | 
O3 IV. Oh! 
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IV. 
Oh! Fortune! why are ſouls, like theſe, 
Forbid the means of golden eaſe, 
To catch the falling tear ? 
Hearts (ſo attun'd) wou'd, then, on earth, 
At once perceive a ſecond birth, 
And feel the Angel here. 


Fu 
But, elogg'd by unrelenting fate, 
In vain the friend ſhall mourn the ſtate 
Of her, who mourns for all! 
In abſence ſhou'd his boſom bleed, 
She cannot, then, ſuſpect the deed--- 
But may relent his fall! 


e VI. 


Perhaps ſhe may, then, give one ſigh, 
When no (more pow'rful) friend is nigh, 
To check that noble ſtart! 
And, while he ſtrives to lend her aid, 
His cares ſhall, ſoon, be all repaid, 
By having done his part 


F 5 VII. Th eſe 


13  _BAGATELLES. 


VII. 


Theſe are the joys of gen'rous minds: 
Virtue her own reward ſtill finds: 
Rewards of endleſs joy--- 
One ſigh, from Ella, life can give 
Can bid the dying exile live--- 
Or, more---the living, die! 
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H ! how ſweet does the morning ariſe? 


153 


How ſerene, and how welcome, is eve! 
To an heart which, like your's, knows no vice; 
And which never was taught to deceive! 


II. 


For our hearts are by nature ſincere, 

And we learn the ſad mode to deſpiſe; 
Jo begild ev'ry hope, ev'ry fear, 

And to vary our hearts from our eyes. 


| III. 
Ev'ry object is lively and gay; 


No December, of guilt, feels her mind: 


Each fair month is a month of young May! 


And fell Winter keeps always behind. 


IV. 
Ev'ry flow'r that ſprings up gives her joy ; 
And ſhe welcomes each day with a ſmile: 
The fond objects of nature ne'er cloy, 
Where ſuch innocence chaſes the guile. 


V. Who 
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V. 


Who wou'd barter, then, ſuch a ſweet ſtate, 


For the ſplendor which fin may beſtow ? 


Oh! Simplicity---ſtill watch my fate; 


For 'tis pomp, alone, feels what is woe. 


VL 


Are there, then, ſuch weak minds, who will range 
From pure virtue to ſearch after care ? 

Oh! preſerve me ſtill ſimple nor change 
My poor cottage, their ſplendor to ſhare ! 


VII. 


Let me, ſtill, foe the ftream trickle clear, 


Emblem ſweet of my boſom's repoſe ; 


While the river ſhall cloudy appear, 
Which the city pollutes as it flows. 


VIII. 


by 


Trees are grateful, and yield you that ſtore 

Which is due to the kind planting hand- 

Flow'rs, birds---nay, all nature, reſtore, 
What our ſervices, juſtly, command. 


IX. Man, 
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IX. 


Man, alone, is the ſole one we find, 
Who, ungrateful, forgets what he owes ! 
Oh ! ſtill watch o'er my poor ſimple mind--- 
May I ne'er ſwell the number of thole ! 


X. 
re Let me, ſtill, my ſimplicity keep! 
And till aſ can there be ſuch, and live? 
Have they peace in their minds---ſee they weep! 
May that Heav'n which forgives me---forgive ! 


E 


XI. | 
May they keep the loſt path they now find, 
And the which *twas their ſorrow to loſe--- 
Angels wept when they darken'd their mind--- 
Now they ſmile on the ſunſhine they chuſe. 


EPILOGUE, 


lan, 
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TO THE 

FAIR AN DRI AN; 


Acted at a Private School. 


NFETHINKS I heard, but now, a whiſp'ring 
| tone 

Cry, Heav'n be prais'd this Latin ſtuff is done 
Faith I grew ſick on' t- and I freely ſwear 

« wiſh'd myſelf at church---or any where 


Sure! to fit moping full three hours, and 
more, 
To hear them run a pack of gibb'riſh o'er--- 
_ «© See nothing! but an antiquated crew | 
« Of goflips, midwives, and I know not who--- 
No ſweet proceſſion ſpreading all the ſcenes ; 
Strange peerleſs peers---and ſtranger ueaus of 
queens--- 
« Nay ! not one billet-doux did even paſs--- 


« Was ever author ſuch a ſenſeleſs aſs! 
8 “Without 


pf 


ut 
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Without intrigue, farewel the comic my/e--- 


“Were Terence to be hang'd, Id tye the nooſe.” - 


---So much for ladies kind remarks---and, now, 
I'll ſpeak a word or two---if, I know how--- 


---Our play thus done, I am no, more, you 
know, 

Davus, Or foot man; but in © gat gue? 
An harmleſs, undeſigning, ſchool-boy brat--- 
Who plotted, without knowing what 75 Whate-s 
For, with my liv'ry, I bid adieu 
To all my foilies, tricks---affurance too 
And now aſſume a grammar. face again 3 


As if I never had, thus, play'd the man- 


---As for this ed walk, and Rraddling 
gait, 
The badges of the priſon I've been at, 
Tu Ill ſerve hereafter to inſtruct, and ſhew, 


That tricking varlets ne'er unpuniſh'd go: 


But, ladies, let me venture, here, to tell you, 

Davus was no unneceſſary fellow--- 

How might we all well ſtand amaz'd, and ſtare 

To ſee a livery σ (as times now are) | 
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Party-concern'd in ſuch a deep intrigue, 

As thus to baffle the old knowing prig ? 
Manage ſo well, at our ſo tickliſh ſeaſon, 

To bring two poſitive queer putts to reaſon--» 
Bear thro? ſuch rubs as honeſt Davus did, 
Who made impoſſibilities ſucceed--- 


Hut, to be ſhort---All heats are now appeas'd, 

All dangers paſt---all difficulties eas'd--- 

Two unexpected weddings brought to bear ; 
Exaſperate foes are become friends ſincere--- 
Father with ſon, as ſon with father charm'd, 
And pointed malice of it's ſting difarm'd ; 

So that the whiſpers of the dear tea- table, 

'To hurt our feundling are no longer able. 


---In ſuch our ſcene of joy we only wait 
Your kind applauſe, to make our joy compleat. 


rote over an Inn of Court. 


AD Tfrael ſwore to ſave this curſed place, 
C-uld Abraham ſhew him but one honeſt 
face ; 
The rigi:teous man had anſwered, very ſoon, 


Set hre to them, Lord! J here is not One. 
ON 


Ere the dawn I muſt hurry away--- 
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J. 


N that boſom of ſnow let me lie, 
Which, as white, may I find not as cold ; 

Do 1 hear from thoſe lips in a ſigh, | 
*« Ah! then who wou'd not dread to grow old?“ 


II. 
Love and fancy, thus happily join'd, 
Makes this cottage the roofsof a lord; 
Pr'ythee whiſper your love-iilent mind, 
I you dare not pronounce the dear word. 


| III. 
Ah, my Damon! T'd talk all the night, 
If my ongue wou'd preſerve but your heart; 
But i've heard---nay, 'tis common, they ſay, 
In your ſex, to wiſh firſt to depart. 
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IV. 


When the lark firſt ſalutes the new day, 
] muſt leave this dear place, for your ſaxe ; 
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See what early precautions I take! 
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V. 


There's no ſear of the lark for one while, 
Says Lucinda, ſo kiſs me ſtill more--- 

*Tis the moon, there, we ſee---then beguile 
Your fond girl, as, you know how, before, 


VI. 


Ah! behold 'tis the morning that dawns 
Not the moon; for her glimpſes are paſt : 
And the lark has thrice ſung o'er the lawns 3 

Let this kiſs, then, my girl, be the laſt, 


VII. 


*Tis the nightingale ſings, not the lark! 
Ah! believe your fond Lucy again. 

Would you leave me while yet it is dark ? 
Ah! how ſoon are you ſated---you men! 


VIII. 


And, indeed, the poor damſel was right, 


And ſhe blam'd all the ftars thro' the Heav'n: 


When he went it was ſcarcely midnight--- 
Nay, her clock had but juſt ſtruck eleven. 


ODE 
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C0. D-k 


OW ſleep the good when ſunk to reſt ? 
No more with care their mind's oppreſt--- 
No more their frame befieg'd with pain--- 
They fleep, but oh! to wake again 
Where no ſtrange dreams ſhall cloud the mind, 
But, all is lJovely---all is kind! 


Yet till that beauteous day appear 
Which wipes away the wretch's tear, 
At ev'ning hour, unſeen, unknown, 
(The gift of feeling hearts alone) 

Shall tears bedew the virtuous ſhade 
So equally around her laid, 

That the next ſun, his crime forgiv'n, 
Shall drink it as the dew of Heav'n. 


With garlands ſweet her grave is hung, 

By fairy bands her knell is rung: 

At the brown hour of filent eve 

The faithful there ſhall come and grieve, 

Happy to find no eyes ſuſpect 

The hands by whom her coarſe is deckt; 
| And, 
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And as around her tomb they ſing, 

The ſweeteſt flow'rs of earliei: ſpring 
Shall ev'ry night, by ſtealth, be laid, 
And echoes wiuſper, ©* Ref? her Sade“ 


---But ſhou'd, among the crowd, be ſeen 


A ſpotleſs maid, of heav'nly mien, 
Whoſe tears in kinder currents flow 
Than common mourners chuſe to know, 
Oh! lead me, at that ſolemn hour, 

To ſuch fair contemplation's bow'r ; 
Where, ſhou'd her filial fountain fail, 

I may, at length, in grief prevail; 
And thus (without ſuſpicion) prove 
There is no price for heav'nly love. 


Yes! I wou'd ſtay to chear her youth, 
And weep enough, alas! for both 
Bleſt, if the peaceful ſhade believ'd 
That, fill, the daughter only griev'd; 
And that the pious fraud was mine, 
To wal e my tears, and huſband thine. 
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EAR Charles! ſince, by your education, 

I know you're fond of ſpeculation; 
Did'ſt never, in thy younger days, 
Upon a little 4nt-hill gaze? 
There, pr'ythee, did'ſt thou never ſee, 
('Tis but by way of Simzle) 
With ſecrec pleaſure, inward joy, 
The buſy Myriad's whole employ 
To rake---to ſcrape---to heap together--- 
Perhaps, without a avhy ? or awhether ? 
Some, ſhoving---others, undermining--- 
Exultant, ſome---and ſome, repining ! 
With, here a little wretch deſtroying 
What his next neighbour was enjoying--- 
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Still ſlaving, ſweating, and turmoiling; 

When, in the midf of all their toiling-- 
When moſt they thought to reap the pleaſure 

And ſatisfaction of their treaſure; 

Juſt at the inſtant they propoſe 
Jo ſhare the bleſſings of repoſe, 

Some moſt unlucky thunder-ſhow'r 

Comes down from Heav'n pon the pour * ; 

- "4 | And, 
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And, ſwelling ev'ry dyke around, 
At laſt lays level with the ground 


The bank, which they, ſhort-ſighted creatures, 


Imagin'd was a rock of nature's--- 
And driving on them, in a trice, 
Sinks ev'ry ſect, of ev'ry ſize, 

In leſs than half a minute after, 

With all their treaſures, under water ; 
And buries, in a thouſand ſtreams, 
Their little bodies---little ſchemes ! 


| -=-$0 fares it, in an higher way, 
With us---vain reptiles of a day--- 
Tho”, leſt it may offend ſome natures, 
Fil call ourſelves two-legged creatures--- 
What noiſe and buſtle do we make! 
What wond”rous pains and labor take! 
How do we ftrut, and vaunt of pow'r 
Or wealth---an equal-fading flow'r--- 
How daily mine, and countermine, 

To make, perhaps, a fortune---7hine--- 
Flutter and boaſt! from little boys--- 
Proud of a worldly-buzzing noiſe--- 
When, in a moment, or an hour, 


Some ſtroke (like this unhappy ſhow'r) 


Some 
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Some comet---or, a ſecond flood, 
Swallows us up---or (what's as good) 

Sets all our glories in a float; 

And leaves this earth not worth a groat— 


— Now, Charly, can you take the hint ? 
At you che mile wou'd ſquint 
Why, when a life is ſo incertain, 
Still will you dread to uſe a fortune, 
Which, with your prudence in your ſtation, 
Wou'd bleſs, perhaps, a little nation 
Think, tho' I know my verſe is rude, 
Think of the ſin 
Or, which is. more! when it was giv'n, 
Think of ingratitude to Heaw'n ! 
And know, from me, the honeſt poor 


Ingratitude : 


165 


Have Heav'n's command to uſe your ſtore— 


Nor are you (think me as you pleaſe) 
But in the nature of Truſtees — 

Who (reaſonable charge allow'd) 

When we haye ſhuffled off this clod, 

Muſt (as we hope to be forgiv'n) 

MusT, for the reſt, account to Heav'n! 


* I plut 2 verſe, 


A COQUETTE. 
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A:COQUETT-E 
* | 
N the ſweet month of May—the dear May of 


8 my love, IPA 
What a buzz went all over the green! 
»Twas the pride of each rh Hee his paſſion to 
prove, 
From the day I firſt knew Feet Sixteen ! 
L e 
Not a Juice, a *Squire, or a Parſon, around, 
But produc'd all his merits, at once — 
One talk't law—t'other ſung— and the doctor, 


profound, 
Preacht away tho' he preacht to a dunce — 


III. 


Then what bundles of ſonnets—what riddles— 
what odes | | 
Were, but day by day, laid at my ſhrine; 
Let the Magazines tell—for | ſwear by the Gods, 
I was proud to be ſung by the Nine. 


IV. But 


Fo: 


ut 
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IV. 
But, alas! the game's up, and a little bit more--- 
And I, now, live alone by myſelf. 
Nay ! the worſt of my loves wou'd I, now, e'en 
adore; | 
But, alas! here I'm laid on the ſhelf--- | 
Wo is 
Ah ! ladies---beware how a pleaſure you boaſt 
In a number of lovers undone ! 
For thoſe, but too often, who think they have 
moſt, 11 | 
Too often have liv'd to find None. 
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OOR Coqęuetilla, now deſpis'd, 
Wiſhes ſhe ne'er had tyraniz'd--- 
No longer coaches croud her door--- 
Oh! what a curſe is forty-four / | : 


No remedy can, now, be found! 
She ſearches every walk around -- 
And, rather than be thought ſo little, 
Follows the ſcripture ro a tittle--- 

_ Invites the lame---the halt---the blind--» 

(A feaſt makes all of e- ne mind} 
And, rather than thus live alone, 
Marries ſome fiddler---or, buffoor. 


— o have I ſeen, at country fairs, 

A pedlar give himſelf ſome airs, 
And for his bauble aſk a pound, 

As if no other cou'd þe found— 

But let the evening once come on, 

And cuſtomers a little gone 


Stay 
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Stay but the knocking down the falls, 
And ſee him packing up his awls--- 
With cap in hand, dir, in a trice, 
You buy his goods at any price, 


169 
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YIVO ET REGCNO. 


J. 


OW the pulſe of ambition keeps time, 
And the heyday of paſſion is o'er, 
Let me aſk my poor heart (tho' in e 
Fray! what want you? - what cui you for 
more? | 


* 
A'nt you bleſt (een to joy in exceſs) 
That theſe conqueſts are, all, of your own ? 


Ah! how few are theſe victors— (pray gueſs!) 
Who fit bleſt on the thorns of a throne ? 


III. 


For all conqueſt is vain (we ſhall find) 

But that laſt, of the too-rebel heart: 

In that moment we reign o'er the mind, 
We are kings by pure zature — not art“ 


IV. Ak! 
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IV. 5 


Ah! then what can avail (floating wide) R 


The poor banners of armies deſtroy'd ? 
Trophies vain as their owners falſe pride, | 


Till, like me, of that paſſion devoid. ,.. 


V. 


But, you tell me, my heart (tho? in jeſt) 
That my conqueſts no merit can claim 

A poor triumph's the mind, thus oppreſt: 
Such a rebel is eaſy to tame! | 


VI. 


For, ſubdu'd by misfortune for years, 

And ſunk down with the weight of my woes! 
Such a mind no great conqueſt appears: 

*Tis, at beſt, but a ſtate of repo/e / 


VII. 


Go, then, find me one bleſt by his birth, 
Who may conquer, or let it alone! 

Search one out, *mong the kings of the earth, 
Who ſhall dare to look down on his throne. 


Q 2 Oh! 
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VIII. 
Oh! if that is your meaning (confeſs) 
Thus to puzzle my brain for a proof 
Go to —— —— you'll find one guefs, 
Whom you mean (fays my heart) tis enough. 


I. HARK! 


B 


H 
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L. 


ARK | oh hark! 'tis a voice from the grave 


Cries aloud, that I muſt not delay! 
The cold arms of thy parent can ſave; 


Why, on earth, will my daughter, then ſtay ? 


IT. 
Let me claſp thee, again, to this breaſt ; 
Which, tho? child, ſhall, to you, ſtill be warm! 
Oh! partake; with thy friend, her fond reſt : 
Let her love, yet, defend thee from harm! 


IN. 
For, on earth, not a vice can appear, 
To which riches will not yield a grace; 
Nor a virtue, like your's, which, I fear, 
Sad neceſſity will not diſgrace. 
But, ah! calm is this laſt, bleſt retreat; 
Here the mind feels, at length, her wiſht ſleep : 


Hearts no more with ingratitude beat, 
And affliction forgets, e'en, to weep! _ 
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V. 
Ves! thy daughter, perhaps, ſoon may come! 
Her poor heart has been there long before! 
Has the grave of her parent, then, room! 
Ah! then, call not—];1 wait here no more! 


VI. 
Yet, awhile, to diſcover if truth 
Can reſide in one breaſt J have found: 
Oh! how fain wou'd I prove the good youth 
Who now weeps o'er yon dear hallow'd ground! 


VII. 
Yes ! he joins his ſoft tear to my moan— 
And he counts out, to mine, ew'ry ſigh! 
He keeps pace (when I weep) with a groan 
And he views me with pity's ſoft eye 


| VIII. 
Shou'd he once (which I hope not) deceive, 
And grow Man in each practice of art; 
From that moment I wiſh not to live, 

But with your's I will join my poor heart. 
2 IX. Pl 


— 
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IX. 


Tl not wait your kind call from the tomb, 
Nor be chid for a longer delay ! 

Oh! no, then—my dear parent! I'll come, 
And repoſe me beſide your cold clay. 


X. 
Where, awhile, we, together, ſhal! reſt, 
| When we both ſhall partake the truc friend, 
Till that day when each foul ſhall be bleſt 
In thoſe joys which will ne'er know an end. 
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8 LRER 


U V, 


ON THE EVE OF THE LAT E 


COR ON Ar ION. 


J. 


| HILE earth-born minds, to earthly things, 
Their ſtrange attention pay; 


Let me, on faith's ſeraphic wings, 
Exalted hail the King of Kings! 
Who ſtampt the coming day— 


IT. 


Huſh'd be each ſound that bids prepare 


This pageantry of woe ! 
To know myſelf be all my care— 


And, with the aan, the monarch ſhare ; 


*Tis all I live to know 


III. Wiſely 


B 


Sw 


But 
Lur 
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III. 

Wiſely did Saul (as, bleſt, we read 
What facred leaves relate) 
In the deep fore t hide his head—g—- 
Than chuſe dominion's ſteps to tread, 
Or walk the paths of ſtate— 


IV. 


Well did he know, the ſun of pow'r,  '--' 
(With all his gaudieſt rays) A 
But ſuckies, at the ſelſ-ſame hour, - 
Poiſon's rank weed. as beauty's' flow'r— 
Thus ſprings, with:epvy, praiſe. 


* þ * 
* * . 


Sweet is the roſe's vernal bloom, 
That decks the opening ground; 
But, ah! beneath its rich perfume, 
Lurk thorns; which, oft, in pleaſure's room, 
Ihe gathering fingers wound 


VI. Each 
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VI. 


Each peaſant ſmells it's odour bland, 
And plucks the balmy ſtore 

But feels not, on his ruder hand, 

Thoſe feſt'ring wounds which kings withſtand, 
To gain the equal flow'r - 


VII. 


Ah! hapleſs ſtate unknown to thoſe 
Who view the ermin'd ſide g- 

The crown that decks imperial browse, q˖ 

Oft galls- the forehead of repoſe, | 
And checks the hour of pride 


VIII. 


Lord! what is man? that thou, we find, 


Regardeſt all his ways! 
Little inferior, in his mind, 
To thoſe of th' angelic kind, 
Thou cn him, ſtill, with praiſe. 


And 
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And when, by Heayen's divine decree, 
The ſceptre is beſtow'd 
Let ſuch accept the lot like me, 
The parent of their good to be, 
Who mean to walk with God. 


X. 


To wipe the tear from ſorrow's eye, 
| (For ſorrow weeps her day) 
To raiſe dejected worth on high! 
And ſtop the unavailing figh— Th 
Be this the end of ſway! 


C7 4 
121 > 


XI. 

Who ſhields the avea# one from the rng; 
Who damps oppreſſion's power; 

Helps thoſe to right that ſuffer wrong ; 

To ſuch, alone, may crowns belong 
Such, only, bleſt with power. 


XII. For, 
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XII. 


For, ſure, a ble ſſing he perceives, 
Beyond deſeription's joy X 

See! at his word the dying lives! 

While, oft', to innocence he gives 
What paiton would deſtroy. 


XIII. 


But, when, by vice's guilty bands, 

| Compell'd the ſword to draw, 

Ev'n-handed juſtice, ling'ring, ſtands; 

Let him, like Heav'n, in juſt commands, 
Still mercy blend with law 


NV. 
But, hark! the trumpet's eager ſound 
1 s harbinger has rous'd 
Heav'n's laſt, beſt gift my lateſt found! 
Where new delights, freſh joys abound 
My faireſt! my eſpous'd ! 


XV. Awake! 


rms 


Awake! and, witk the earlieſt morn, 
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xv. 


Let us our homage pay — 
Come! and, with all that could adorn, 
Or bleſs, the ft and faire born 
Give beauty to the day 


XVI. 


Awake! and let us ſhare the woes 
Annex'd to crowns on earth 

For, as we bear our minds below--- 

80 ſhall juſt Heav'n a crown beſtow, 
Unfading as thy worth ! 
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0 * 
4 I. ; 
% if poverty meant but to drink the clear 
wipe 


Or to eat the hard bread of a cot! 
Midſt neceſſities, greater by far cou'd we ſing, 
Nor repine at our whim/ical lot. 


II. 
No! the bread which {[conzentedly) taſtes ew'ry 
ſwain, 
For mere nature ſufficient we ſee ! 
And he toils, but to ſleep---and he ſleeps well, 
*tis plain: | | 
Perhaps, /weeter than Stella or me 
- II. 
Where does poverty lie, then ? ſince kind nature 
demands 
Such a little, and that too enough / 
This we werify, oft', when our fancy commands; 
And the. ports of our life give the proof. 


IV . Coarſ 
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IV. 


Coarſe are, then, our quick meals-=the kind gi 
of the chace, 
And we flake our keen hir/ in the frream ; 
On the firſt friendly bank our tir'd limbs we, then, 
place; 
And, fo, eep, without fearing a dream! 
| V. 


No malignity's frown---no proud ſneer of the 
fool, | 
Gilded o'er with the favors of chance, 
Plagues us, then, in that ſtate! ſince they make 
it a rule, © | 
Not to teaze, when they cannot advance. 


VI. 
But remove the kind choice of your awants ! and 
we find | 
How they empty their quivers around! 
And they join to their malice feign'd pity of 
mind, 
Still to widen and deepen the wound ! 


R 2 VII. Oh! 
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| VII, | 
Oh! my Stella, let us their mean pity deſpiſe, 
Bleſt our forrows, in ſecret, to tame; 
And when they think to keep us at diſtance, be 
woeiſe = | | 
Still to keep them exact at the. ſarre. 


HORACE. 
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8 0.1; 4.0.4 
ODE Iv. BOOK I. 


| 
O—bleaR: winter is gone ! and; - fo, with him; 
8 too, flies 
All my Delia's cold looks and diſdain; ; 
And the ſhips river-lockt, now, ſo long by the ice, 
Launch themſelves, once more, into the main 
Now, for this we muſt thank our good brother the 
ſouth, . 
With his friend and ally of the weſt; 
Who ſeem rather to . than to Blow from 
their mouth, 


Like thoſe tyrants the North and the Eaff. 


IT. 


Kitchen fires no longer the ploughman inthrall't 
Nor like Ion, now,, looks the 
mead— 
See ! the flocks and the herds quit their Baſtile— 
| the fall, 
And you trace them wherever they tread 
1 Now 
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Now the dance comes in mg by the light of 


the moon, 
That kind feaſon of delicate clamours ; - 


And, for want of ſweet muſic, they foot it in tune 


To the ſtrakes of cyclopean hammers— 


EI. 


And now ! now is the ſeaſon (the ſeaſon of love) 
Here to crop you a garland of myrtle: 
* 1s an emblem to ſhew that "wen conſtant in 
love, 
And will give you the name Cf a Turtle— 
But if zzpri/es are ſcarce, make a crown of ſome 
ſort, 
' With the firſt ſweet productions of veingt 
And be ſure kill a lamb (ir will make good 
report) 
On the birth of our excellent king- 


VI. 
But, amidſt all our mirth, how oft Death will 
Rep in, 

And inliſt the young bride of the day! 
For no ſeaſon he minds—and no tears can him. 

win, | 

E'en to ſpare the dear bloſſom of May— 

2 Like 


BAGATELLES _ #7 


Like the blackeſt of black huſſars on ſtill he goes, 
Ard declares he will never give quarter! 
While the tears of each virgin—the mother's ſoft: 
throes, | 


Are, to him, but a ſtory of langhter— 


V. 
From the Ring, to the beggars he knocks at 


each door, 
And ſo loud that you cannot but hear him: 
*T1s in vain to pretend that he came juſt before; 
He will, till, make you feel him and fear him! 
Oh! how bleſt, then, are you, my dear ſenſible 
friend ? 
Who have wiſht not one moment to ftay ; 
For your innocent life never fears a ſad end, 
And your anſwer's, I love and obey. 


VI. 

Poor man's life is too ſhort a long ſcheme to 
propoſe, 

Or lay plans but from one day to one day : 

Thus, for inftance, on Friday he plans him an 

houſe ; 


And his coffin is built by next Sunday— 
Yes! . 
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Yes! the n'ght everlaſting will drop her ſad veil 
O'er thoſe eyes with the luſtre of day; 
And no more will earth's objects that dear ſenſe 
regale, 
Nor that ſenſe know December from May. 


VII. 


Even ab/ence a ſecond-hand death will appear; 
Thus, when ſets off hence, for Geneva, 

The objects of Sabitzengen (once held ſo dear) 
Will be loſt—and the groves of your Jeva ® 


Yet ! has ab/ence this greater advantage o'er fate; | 
For in /ife we have, ſtill, recolleQion ! 

Tis death, only, can make me, then, ceaſe to s 
relate ET | 


»- 


Your viriue5—your taffe—your perfection. 


® A famous grove, part of the Clectoral gardens.. 


Plerumęgue 


T] 
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Plerumque gratie divitibus vices, 
| Horact. 


J. 


EAR Horace! no longer, I beg you, confine 
All the pleaſures of change to the great . 
For the bleflings of life, then, wou'd never be 
mine, 
Nor the joys of one day in retreat. 
Yes---kind fortune is equal (the maxim is clear} 
In each fondeſt ſublunary git; 


Thus one man lives in hope—while that finks down. 
with fear; 


Some pleaſures are Jewp—ſome are ſwift, 


H. 
See! one guits his poſſe ſſions, by living too faff, 
And ſells half his eſtate to a /franger / 
While another { capricioufly) finds a diftaſte, 
And ſo turns (hike yſelf a mere Ranger. 
Whether wwe leave our Joy s, or they chuſe us to 
_ quit, 
Why the balance is fairly the ſame! 
Thus po/ef/icn grows flat (een the treaſures of ait 
If we change not their zature and name. 
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Yes ! the finiſht perfections of Sewitzinger's plains, 
J left yeſter-morn at ſun-peeping ; 
And, quite tir'd out with coaches, I held the hemp 
reins 
Of a ir doſe dead with bad keeping. 
Nay ! I chang'd a// perfection, to viſit diftre/5, 
In fam'd Heidellerg's ſad overthrow ! 
But een rains will pleaſe (at ſometimes) a more Or 
leſs, 


As the mind is in humor for woe / 


IV, 


Here, majeftic, in dreary confuſon! I view 
Leaning towers, and turrets a-ſlope ! 

And I ſay to my/elf (nay, Ill ſay it to you) 
That one & man well deſerv'd a good rope. 


But, midſt horrors of * and reliques of 


ſpite, 
And een all the ſad practice of awar / 


How I ſmile to find peace (from. gay morn, till. 
dull igt) 
An my * drive 8 afar! 


V. Thus 


Ts 


N 


Fo 
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V. 


Thus the pleaſure of life (when your ind, ſtill, 
is clear | | 
Of falſe love - of ambition—of pride) 
Is, then, ſometimes, like me? to (at once) 4% 
appear, | | . 
And, from fate, in reflection, to hide 
Nor, pray! think it a paradox which I advance ; 
*T1s a rule, which but few can e'er boaſt 
For the way (and the /ureft) your/elf ſtill to find 
Is, like - (for a while) T0 BE LosT ! 


§ The Governor, who baſely ſurrendered it to the Frenchs 
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A 
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EASURES are in pof/zron, Or in virus 
That dies in action, which in fancy grew. 
Fancy the J:ngeft, ſtill, its ground maintains 
Tho? ſhort poſſeſſion gives more ample. pains— 
Yet, as the latter fades to human eyes, 
Kind nature bids freſh joys of fancy riſe 
The curtain mounts to ſhew a «if rent ſcene 
New ſights amuſe---new pleaſures intervene, 
And thus, between poſſeſſion and our view--- 
Man's life is chequer'd---as is mine with. yen 


— Short is each hour, when we wou'd wiſh 
them years; 
I count them now as lovers count their tears; 
As miſers tremble o'er their parting gold, 
And hope, awhile, the ſum is /a/// told. 
That (at the /af?) J may one day obtain; 
I ne'er expected -and, poſtpone my pain 


---Parting, to friends, is but a ſecond death ! 


With 74s we loſe our bliſs—in Hat, our breath--- 
On 


— —ͤ—ñ — — 


— — —— 
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On earth, perhaps, our meeting may be vain--- 
In death---the i, will, ever, meet again--- 
And, oh! that beſt of bleſſings to explore, 
Imagine *tis to ezeet---and part no more 


— 


i 


— 


Preſent, or abſent, let me- ſtill preſerve 
Thoſe rules from which true friendſhip ne'er will 
ſwerve : | | 
Still to be faithful to each future truſt--- 
To Heav'n's Vice-gerent---Truth ! for ever juſt--- 
And, when, to theſe, fair gratitude ] join; 
Who wou'd not wiſh to have a ſtate like ine? 
This ſtate you gave me at the parting day; 
A joy no human pow'r can wreſt away 
And, when my eyes no longer may purſue 
The brighteſt object they can wiſh to view; 
To weak reflection J mutt all reſign, 
And picture joys which are no longer mine. 
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To the * * * * 


FROM THE PARAC LET E. 


I. 
ce AR from a city's madding heat; 
om Where wice and pride abound ! 


“On Szyz's clear ſtream ſtands Paraclere, 
The ſo renown'd ! 


IT. 


% Boſom'd in zuſted trees, we ſpy 
«« This covey of fair dames ! 
« And many wiſh, *twixt you and I, 
« *'Twas on the Thames. 


III. 


« A ſcore of frozen girls, behold ! 
«© Who never, till this day, 
« Heard Abelard's ſad ſtory told! 
« Ah! well-a-doy! 


IV. 
«« But down, from Paris, comes a wight, 
(Strange animal, I ween !) 


% Who ſet things in the cleare/? light, 
« And drew the ſcene. 


«ce 


cc 


cc 
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V. 


&© Grave mother Abbeſs, now, no more 

« Her wand'ring flock can keep! 

% They read Pope's mii o'er and o'er, 
| „And, often, weep / 


VI. 


6 Still, as they con the tender tale, 
«© They feel they know not how / 
* Aſk female queſtions---queſtions male 
Nor mind their vow. 


VIE 


10 Poor St. Romain *, their reverend Pere, 
„Has full enough to da 
«« I've cut out work for one good year, 
If not for abo 


VIII. 


“ But what a wicked wight was this, 
„To change their tenets hard; 


6 Before! they knew not £/o:/e, 
« Nor Abelard ? 


S 2 IX. Now, 


— — — 
r — —— N 
I. 5 3 x . 


2 
— 

— 

DS 


ID ens 
—— 


— cog war 4491 — —— In — — - — — 
— I IE "LADS — — —— _ 


. —— — * 
2 gs — 


CIT err eng 
— 8 
— 


— 


_ 


——— T—ũ—ʃĩ 
— - — " 


—— 


ee 


—— 


— 
. 


2 8 — 9 
7 — — vs 
— 


— 
—— ee SR = 


- > 8 
re I — 


r 
e 
n 


r 


—— SG — 
c Fas. bs 47” 


» 


PF 
= — 


— 


:... — nn 


. ͤ K — 22 
2 .. . = '9a7 nyo — 
— — — ww. organs — — - 
—ͤů—— —— — . . ͤ—Ä——. ˙C ICED RESET. 3 4 2 
— —— — ———— ̃ ̃ — ͤ — 
. — D .. ee Se en ee Se ons NG Bethe — by CE Sy — — — 
8 * — * 7 2 = * — — ==: — — — 


4 — — —— 
— 
Dr 


— — — — 
4 — n 
= 83x 
ho — — 


— 
— 
. — 


0 2 1 
3 — 
8 


166 BAGATELLES. 


IX. 
« Now, they no eher object fee / 
| C No other accent hear! 


« And all the blame fill lights on ne? 
„Who diſappear. 


X. 


« The re I leave to Pere Romain, 
«© A man of ſix feet high! 
Let him (div7nely) cool their brain; 
« For he is ig 


XI. 


« He can reſolve each zichliſb doubt: 
A prieſt may znterfere / 
But, pr'ythee, father, leave half out; 
| „Don't go too gear! 


XII. 


«© Women ſhou'd never know the whole; 
Half ſhou'd be underftood ! 
Eve had a moſt inquiring foul--- 
<« Before the flood. 


XIII. Then 
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5 XIII. 
«« Then keep them, father, in ſuſpence; 
* You'll ſoon th' advantage find; 
« Manage your /rength of arguments, 
„And keep them lind. 


XIV. 


« You'll, then, no longer, blame your friend, 
«© Howe'er he food before 
« Ah! ſiſter---the diſpute to end- | 
Go! hut the door.“ 


4 The nunnery confeſſor's name. 
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TO TH. . 
| 5 
he HE duce was in me, to careſs 
i This Engliſhman, unknown f 


66 Wou'd he had been 1585 but at meſs / 
* For Pm undone--- 


„ 


From morn till night (no man but me!) 
How muſt I drudge and oil / 
% Before! I had a Fav rite ſhe 
« To pals the while. 


III. 


« Now jealouſy runs thro? the aue. 
« Now, ev'ry breaſt is warm] 
And, from a calm (thro? ev'ry ſoul) 
*T1s, now, a ftorm / 


IV. 
« If Elie was frail, ſays one, 
« And was, at length, forgiv's 3 


« Why may not I too be undone, 
« To merit Heav'n ! 


v. More 


5 


ce 


4K. 


66 


V. 
« More joy there is, the ſcriptures ſay, 
( And, you confirm the truth) 
10 When ſinners ſhall regain the way 
a " They loft in youth! 


* To walk, henceforth, with rait intent, 
Let me, once, Rep aſide ; 
* And, for the pleaſure to repent, 
Let me be yd. 


Vil. 
56 Tis, of all fins, the 5wrEetTesrT, ſure 
Too late have I begun ! 
& Ruin's ſo feet, who can't endure 
„To be andone ! 


VIII. 
4 All this is rue, ſays Pere Romain---- 
«« A doctrine (entre nous 
* But Pm alone here and *tis vain 


6 All I can do! 


IX. More 
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IX. 


«© More confort muſt, ſoon, be had, 
Or ſiſters not ſo many--- 
6 Elſe, by St. Paul, I ſhall run mad, 
* 'T'0 entertain ye 


X. 
„ Had this ſame trav' ler but come here 
„When I was only twenty, 
] cou'd have ended ev'ry fear, | 
« And wou'd content ye 


3 
« But forty-five, alas! is paſt; 
« So, mark me as | ſpeak, 
& The ſpirit's auilling, to the laſt--- 
« 'The Ze is weak. 


XII. 


c Ah! ſiſter Conſtance, leave me now ! 
„ To dream on what has been; 
« Conſider, what's your holy vow--- 
« Oh! "tis a fin." 


SY 
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TO THE SAME. 


TX 7 HAT Poe but ſaw in his mind's eye, alone, 
| I view with living eyes, and make my 
op- | | 
His griefs, with Abelard, appear in view, 
And Eloiſa ſeems to weep anew--=- 
Nay, ſtill, as tho? ſhe ſaw my heart run o'er, 
Seems, there, to wave her hand—and cry -u 
| more . N | 
Tears, ſuch as your's, from faithful ſources giv'n, 
Make me again, for earth, relinquiſn Heav'n. 


With my en hand I touch the be/low'd ſhrine, 
My right, ſtill guides hat pen which ſhou'd be 
thine ! 
From inſpirations, ſuch as theſe, I feel 
Something I dare to evn; tho', you conceal— 


Lowe ! which, in youth, appears an empty name, 
But means to light up friendſhip's future flame; 
As we advance in life, this purer fire, 

Looks back, and ſees her firſt faint ſparks expire : 
| 3 | Which 
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Which ſerv'd, but as the ſtraw, to catch the ray, 

That kindles heav'nly love, and endleſs day 

Tis the ſame note which gives the ſilver tone 

Thro' lee to unn to Head ut bright 
throne, 


er the man whom Chance or Fancy brings 
« To Paraclete's white walls, and filver ſprings!" 
In vain to feel their woes we read the tale, 
Letters are dead to love; and nought avail! 
The tomb, a ſtroke electric ſoon muſt prove, 
To minds, like ours alone, who live to love. 


Yet, take away this cruel * gift of Heav'n, 
Why muſt the feeling heart live unforgiv'n ! 
A cruel world no ſhare of pity knows; 
Exulting ſmiles on Flo:/a's woes! 
And laughs at him who thus with freaming eyes, 
Dares with their mutual griefs to /ympathize. 


To you! I fear not to divulge the crime 
Of lowe, like theirs—and more, a love for rhime! 
The ſeaſt of which, ſhou'd the aworld's eye reveal, 
Wou'd arm their vengeance in compleateſt ſteel 
My joys and woes are to myſelf alone, 

Unleſs ſome boſom, faithful as your own, 


Bids 


B AGAT ELLE S. 


Bids me (by hmpathy) give up the key, 
That Jocks each feeling, but to you, from me. 
Gladly (a-wh7le) the ſecret I reſign, 

And wait again, a confidence like thne / 


203 


* Roſſeau calls pity, “Cet cruel don de Ciel” 


A 


DES TION 


OF THE 
PARACLETE: 


Agreeable to the 


PLan laid down in our FronTisPIECE. 


(20 


1 


PETER YALLE:T E. Esq. 


BEGIN and end this zrifing work of mine, 
1 with your name; the only circumſtance, which, 
perhaps, may make it agreeable to our mutval 
friends and acquaintance: and, indeed, I can 
with juſtice ſay with Milton, that in every thing 
you are 


My earlie viſitation—and my /aft at ev'n.” 


Your kind attendance on me from Geneva to 
Lyens, and your kinder ſojourn there, till my bag- 
gage arriv'd, and my ſpirits were recruited, would, 
in any one elſe, have been eſtecmed a capital act 
of good- nature; but the frequency of ſuch actions 
in yourſelf, make it appear an habit, which many 
think you can't diveit yourſei! of; therefore, a lets 
compliment to each individual. Vet am I not of 
this lift; and acknowledge every favour of your's 
as a peculiar one to my ſelf. 


T: 2 Tired 
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Tired with much land-journeying, and the 
weather being too warm for a perſon with a flow 
fever on his ſpirits, I, in a few days after your 
departure, found I could reach Paris by water, 


through the means of that fine canal of Briarre, 


which joins the great rivers Loire and Seyne, and 
gives our common enemy, in the midſt of an ex- 


peniive and hazardous war, that ſecurity of an 


Inland navigation, fo much wiſhed for and wanted in 
England. And could veſſels (as you have ſo often and 
ſo well obſerved) diſcharge their cargoes at Milford, 
or Bri/*o!, many loſſes to our trade would be hap- 
pily prevented by ſuch 7z/and navigation, up to 
our very metropolis--as ate thoſe of Briarre, afore- 
ſaid, Orleans, and others of leſs note by which 
means, Mar/elles, in the Mediterranean, and the 
city of Rowen, in the Britiſh channel, commu- 
nicate---thus, by the canal of Languedoc (a work 
rather more ſtupendous !) another part of the ſouth 
of France is united with Bozrdeaux, and ſo opens 
into the bay of B:/cay.—— What ſays Pope on a 
fimilar occaſion ? 


« Theſe are imberial works, and worthy kings,” 


But, previous to my wazer-route to Paris, I took 


the coche d eau to Chaalozs, on the Saone—having 
| D formerly 


AS tw wo 
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formerly paſt this ſaid city with the uſual in- at- 
tention of my countrymen, and with the 1i}-for- 


tune of no kind friend to give me intelligence that 


the real tomb of Abelard was at a Benedictiuè con- 
vent, dedicated to Sr. Marcell, up the avenue 
which adorns the banks of the Sabne, within an 
Engliſh mile of the city---though his body was re- 
moved to the Paraclete, in pity to the ſufferings 
of the ſo ill-fated Eloiſa. 


The prior was an Engliſhman, as they ſtile it. 
though a native of Ireland. none of thoſe idle 
diſtinctions reigning abroad, which ſo often breed 
diſcontent at home---and however the ſaid nation 


may ſet their face to a political union, yet is it no 


reaſon that there ſhould not be an nion in the 
hearts of one common race of children, under the 
beſt of parents, of monarchs, and of men. 


The prior was, unfortunately, at Paris; but, 
in his abſence, the pere , did the honours of 
his ſuperior in particular, and of the convent in 
general, in a very maſterly manner. 


The fraternity is not numerous; but their 
eſtates, as I heard, are very conſiderable, By theſe 
„ 24 means, 
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means, the hoſpitality ſeems amazing, on a bare 
view of ſo ſmall a convent. 


As IT went in the morning, the church was of 
courſe open l faw the tomb, in queſtion, imme- 
diately—He is in a recumbent poſture; and the 
ſculpture exceeds that of the then age, in general; 
I mean in France; for Italian Genius, in the chi/e/ 
way, had not, as now, ſet her foot on this ſide 
the Alps; as the numerous fine monuments ſince 
that time, have diſcovered, by the general en- 
couragement of ſovereigns. 


Abelard was on a viſit, or, perhaps, a kind of 
diſputing match, being common in thoſe days, to 
this convent. His real home, being now, the 
ſamous Chartreuſe, among the mountains of the 
Beaujelois, from whence a wine iſſues, little infe- 
rior to Burgundy; and, at preſent, riſing in value-- 
thanks to the Engliſh! who find it, as being 
ſtrong, more ſuitable to their palates than many 
others. 


There is a fine v ibula at this con vent of Be- 
nedidt ines, on the firſt floor; where, by means of the 
windows being brought to the very ground, the 

| i view 


i , 
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| 
| 
. 
: 
| 
1 
ö 


r 


view of the ſaid mountains Beaujolois) is very ll 
' ſtriking, The ſeveral doors of the Monks open ly 
into this we/tibula; and, as they often paſs and 1 
repaſs to their ſeveral apartments, the view is 1 
more pleaſing; as, otherwiſe, it would be only yl 
what the painters call ill-liſæ. 0 
After two days, I took the cache d' eau, return- i 
ing to Lyons; and, then, regulated my route for 1 

a water excurſion to Paris. ; | 
At a few miles from Lyons, I met the Loire; I if 
had before been down all that portion of it which | 1 
ſtretches from Orleans to Nantz ; and which, per- 4 
haps, is the moſt ſtately, of all river expe- g 1 

ditions. | g 
There is a lewéëc (or, artificial cauſeway) from 1 
the ſaid firſt city to the latter, made in the reign ö b 
of Louis the Grand ; for ſeveral hundred miles is 1 
the traveller never out of ſight, either of city, 3 
town, village, chateau, or convent. Many of 1 
theſe caſtles are Baſtiles. And I remember, being | ! 

on that road, when, according to annual cuſtom, 1 
the ſeveral fate-priſoners were changing their 1 
quarters, in cloſe carriages, with a guard; which [| 
annual i 
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annual change better conceals the ſaid priſoners 


from any intelligence of, or communication with, 
their friends or relations. 


But, to return; my paſſage down the Loire to 


the embouchure of the canal, into it, was agree- 
able enough, beirg about three eaſy days. The 
dutchy of Berry lying on the left, as you deſcend 


the river, affords many amiable views; and, I ob- 
ſerved, they have found a coal in the ſaid pro- 


vince, not inferior to ours, which they tranſport 
to Paris, by way of the canal in queſtion. 


I arrived at Briarrethe day previous to the com- 
mon- boat ſetting off. Theſe veſſels are, often, 
zoo feet in length, but arrow, for the conve- 
nience of paſling each other; the ſaid canals being 
little wider than for two to go by eaſily ; by which 
means a greater depth of water is preſerved ; which, 
if ſpread wider, would not always (eſpecially in dry 
and thirſty weather) be ſo eaſily maintained, 


The natives are fo expeditious at the ſeveral 
locks, that, at a village called Roigny, where, by 
means of an hill, the ſaid canal drops near an 100 


feet, the boat had paſſed near a dozen locks, in 
| as 


an "wr RR 
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as many minutes almoſt—fo careful are they, as 
in Holland, of delaying trade. 


The banks are well planted; and the paths fo 
pleaſing, that many of us were often on foot, 4 
head of the boat, in order to fee gentlemen's ſeats, 
and conyents, which lay in the neighbourhood ; 
and which we ſhould otherwiſe have loſt ſight of, 


by being under the banks of the ſaid canal ; and, 


at the locks, we were ſure of catching our boat, 
and having (as is the expreſſion) the horſe in our 
Band. 


In all theſe boats, which go night and day, (in 
ſummer, at leaſt) there is a w/wandier on board, 
who ſupplies you with hot or cold eatables, wine, 
fruit, &e. indeed, every thing requiſite for a jour- 
ney. You have ſmall cabins, ſufficiently large 
to repoſe, fitting; and, to avoid, at times, the 
noiſe of fo much company, which though, ac- 
cording to their ſeveral ranks, they diſcover the 
whole kingdom in miniature, are, at intervals, 
rather ennuyant. 


On my arrival at Paris, was I ſo charmed with 


this vater-conveyance, that I, in a few days, em? 
. barked 
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barked to ſee theParacLeTE; being at the head 


of the Sęyne, almoſt, and within two miles, of 


a town called Nogent ſur Seyne---there is another 
Negent upon the Marne---the ſecond great river 
falling to Paris--- | 


It was on a Sunday morning, early, I em- 
barked on this ſecond ævater expedition] was 
uneaſy at finding the whole boat ſo filled! 
even the dechs being crammed as not to admit 
almoſt of another perion—But, on paſling the 
king's lodge and gardens at Che//y, I found we 
loſt near five parts in ſix of our company, who 
paid a trifle to be carried there for their Sunday's 
recreation, as we ſhould to Rn 


—[t is for the convenience of hunting in the 


foreſt on the oppoſite fide the river, that his ma- 
jeſty ſo delights in this retreat; and, as every 
one knows not this- circumſtance, we are apt 
to think this place, at firſt view, beneath the 
dignity of a French monarch— 


That expreſſion reminds me of a bon-mot of 
Louis XIV. who, when his arms were ſuperior 


(at leaſt the vanity of that nation taught them 
| to 


— Fad „ —_— as 


ſe 
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to believe as much) being interrogated by his mi- 
niſter, why he did not make a point of expunging 
from the titles of a king of Great Britain, that 

of his being King of France? anſwered, with a 
ſmile I care not who is king OF France—/o long 
as { am king IN it. 

I avoid deſcribing any part of this river, 
on falling down from where the canal enters 
at Montargis, becauſe I reſolved to mount it 
again—However dark and unſightly the ſaid river 

appears at Paris, belive me, that, above it, 
ſcarce any thing can be more delightful for near 
two hundred miles, 


The banks are fringed with many fine houſes 
and parks—Many of the farmers general have 
their eſtates on this river; and, as no money is 
wanting in their pockets, you may eaſily imagine 
every ornament to the eye, and ev'ry improve- 
ment in agriculture— 


—You paſs by the foreſt of Fontainbleau, 
which ftretches a conſiderable way on the banks 
of the river—Indeed, as on the Loire, you are 
ſeldom out of the ſight of ſome chateau de cam- 


| | | pagne 
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pagne—Some convent, Or pleaſant town = And, 
though the 4ridges (as at Melun ind other towns) 
are not of any ſuperior architecture, yet are they 
| pleafing coups docuil in a paſſage of this kind. 


In the evening of the ſecond day, having tra- 
velled all night, we arrived at Nogent ſur Seyne— 
1 found the river was not navigable, for large 
boats, above twelve miles further, being merely 
a ſtream— We are, now, two hundred miles (by 
water) from Paris—which I take to be the leſſer 
half of the ſaid river to its embouchure at Cherburg. 


— The boats are ſo regular, that paſſengers ' 
wait in meadows to get a caſt, ſome few miles, 
to viſit their friends — and this variety was 
pleaſing enough; as, almoſt every half hour, we 
| faw new faces, and diſcharged others; ſome of 
whom, as in all large bodies, may be underſtood 
beſt by what Jaques (in As you like it) ſays to 
Orlando ] beg abe may be better ſtrangers.” _ 


---On my landing at Nogent ſur Seyne it was 
very natural to with a little exerciſe, after a hat- 
confinement of near three days- and, on aſking 


how far off the convent of Paraclete was ſituate, 
| the 
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the captain anfwered, ** That man, in the purple 
« livery, is ſervant to the abbe/5---i1s come here 
« for letters, parcels, and other like commiſſions 
« from Paris, as uſual on the arrival of our boat; 


and he will conduct you there”--- 


The moon ſhone very bright; and, it being 
near the vintage, do confeſs I never had a more 
elegant evening walk---I ſoon found, as the clock 
ſtruck Ten on our approach to the convent, that 
it would be impoſſible to reconnoitre any thing 


that night---but my walk was ſo far of ſervice, 


beſides exerciſe, that the ſervant had taken care 
to ſpread the report, of a gentleman who was 
come from England, purpoſely, as he thought 
and ſaid, on. a pilgrimage to the Paraclete, that 
next morning I found every thing prepared to 
receive a ſtranger, according to all the laws of 
convents—which are oſten ho/þitals ( Hoſpitaliers ) 
as abounding in all the acts of hoſpitality--- 


# 


As inns took their riſe in all Proteſtant. 


countries, on the diſſolution of monaſteries, I 
Have been lately much diſſatisfied at ſeeing a col- 


lection of travels, wrote letter faſhion ; where 
perpetual complaint is made of the vile accom- 
U modations 
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modations all through France and Itoly --- the 
land of monaſtic hoſpitality---As this gentleman 
acknowledges he was not ſo rigid but to do a, 
Rome what Rome does, by kneeling as his holineſs 
paſt, rather than be ſingular; ſure he could never 
be afraid of his having his eres changed, by 
entering the doors of convents; which, ever, 
open wide to travellers---more particularly gentle- 
men of erudition, like himſelf---And you, fir, 
may remember what. princely entertainment we 
received at the abby of 4Fergin, near Pruſſels, 
of which the primate of all the Auſtrian Nether- 
Zands ©: ſupertor--- 


---Dr. Pococke, afterwards a biſhop, frequently 
mentions what hearty reception he met with in 
the courſe of his long---long travels=--where, had 
he been unknowing of mankind, and attacht to 
trifles, he might have wanted, if not convenient 
| Food | yet, at leaſt, intelligence, (that intellectual 
diet) but that he preferred even a poor convent 
to any houſe of entertainment--- 


But, to return---You may imagine, even the 
environs of the Paraclete gave me pleaſure ; 
though I could not be admitted till next day--- 

| The 
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The little river Arden glittered along the 
valley; and, as vineyards produce, generally, 
many glow-worms, no wonder the nightingales 
were inhabitants, as that is their favorite food--- 
And it may be an hint to frail beauty, that the 
brightneſs of the ſaid reptile is a ſure ſtep to its 
deſtruftion--- | 


As I knew Mr. P:2's elegant production by 


heart (I am aware that many will ſay I might 
have ſpent my time better—put, to this, I can 
anſwer in the words of Cæſar's courtiers, who 


ſaid of their maſter, That his memorvewas ſo 


ſtrong as to Forget nothing but injuries, I amuſed 
myſelf by repcating, flowly, the ſaid poem, as I 


returned to Negent, being little more than a good 


Engliſh mile; and it held, by this'ceconomy, jukt- 
to the town's. end- | 


--- Though ſo early at the convent next morn- 
ing, I found an elegant ſummer breakfaſt pro- 
vided in the Pere St. Romain apartment, who 


was then officiating at matins---], rather, choſe to 
enter the church ; and was ſurprized to find the 


great altar due vet, contrary to all rules of : 
Ua church 
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church building ; and only countenanced by one 
in Lombard-ftreet, which 1s north and ſouth. 


_ ---On my ſtanding up at the Grille (which 
ſeparates the choir from the church) one of the 
filters (whoſe office it is to receive a/ms, and hear 
meſſages of buſineſs to any individual of the 
convent ; ſo practiſed in all nunneries) aſct me 
if I wanted any particular perſon---I told her my 
errand was only to ſee the church---on which 
ne retired to her ſtall, and devotion--- 


---The Pere St. Romain having finiſhed the 
ſervice, and undreſt himſelf (I obſerved while he 
laid by his robes in the ſacriſiy, he repeated, very 
fat, certain forms, alluding to the quitting all 
garments in the grave) took me by the hand 
into his apartment, where I found another chap- 
lain; yet neither ſo polite or learned as himſelf : 
his fame, even at Paris, being concurrent with 
what I found during my whole ftay--- | 


---After the uſual refreſhment, he "LY that 
the azbeſs, being in her zeighty-ſecond year, 
ſeidom roſe *till noon ; but that ſhe begged I 


would ftay *till I faw her---for ſhe was my coun 
trywoman 
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try-woman, though early called to be a convert, 
from England; and was allied to the extinct fa-- 


milies of Liford and Stafford. 


She was aunt to the preſent duke de Rochfaul-- 
cault——fiſter to the Great Cardinal; and being 
fifth in ſucceſſion, abbeſs of chat convent, pleaſed 
herſelf to hope it would become a kind of patri- 
mony; and that his majeſty (it being a royal: 
abbey) would graciouſly beſtow it on t name, 
whenever ſhe was called away; which ſhe hourly - 
expected, and daily wiſhed. * 


As a further proof of this, the arms of the- 
Rochfaulcault famiiy are over each gate-way; and, 
on any reparation, or new erection on the pre- 
miſes, the iaid method is always practiſed... 


Before dinner, Sr. Romain walked with me round 
the deimeſnie. Mr. Pope's deſcription is ideal; and, 
to poeticud minds, catily conveyed ; but I ſaw nei- 
ther rocks, nor pines, nor was it a kind of ground : 
Which cver icemed to encourage ſuch objects; on 
the Coutrary, it was in a vale; and mountains, 
like the Alps, generally produce views of this 
kind. , | 


U 3 | J can't 


— 
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I can't but ſay too, that the line 


« See in her cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread,” 


Should be zear her cell. The doors of all cells 
open into the common cloiſter. In that cloiſter 
are, often, tombs; and ſhe may well be ſuppoſed 
to have quitted her cel] (more eſpecially in that 
warm part of France) for air, change of place, 
and refreſhment. 


The ſaper-ftruQure of the Paraclete is not the | 


ſame as we can imagine the twelfth century to 


have produced; but the vaulted part, as the arches 


-are all pointed, may moſt likely be ſuch. 


Adjoining 1s a low building, now inhabited by 
a miller, which has ſome marks of real antiquity; 
and Sr. Romain concurred with me in the ſen- 
timent. It ſeems to have been the public hall 
where Abelard might have given his lectures; for, 
in the wall, on each fide, are ſma]l apertures, fo 
hor'zontal, that it has ſirong appearances of 
benches; which never riſe theatrically in theſe 
buildings abroad, 


After 
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After dinner, I had the honour of an hour's 
converſation with the abbeſs; who declared, that, 
during thirty-two years reſidence there, in that 
character, ſhe never had ſeen an Engliſpman; but 
that ſhe believed, once, an equipage,. which ſhe 
had reaſon to take for an Zzgli/h one, ſtopt on the 
lawn, before the great gate, entering the qua- 
drangle; but before ſhe could ſignify her deſire of 
feeing, and, of courſe, entertaining the ſaid com- 
pany, they were departed, with the but too uſual 
poſt haſte of my countrymen, who had juſt pen- 
cilled the upright of a building, which contented 
him; though not a ſtone of it was ont of the 
quarry, perhaps, in the days of Abelard and 
Zloiſa. 1 | | 


The community knew little of the affecting 
part of the ſtory, which occaſioned the two /apphic 
letters that conclude the-poetical part of this va- 
lume; and, which, however ludicrous at jrf 
fight, had a further meaning then, and now, 
than merely entertaining the gay and riſible. 


fr ewes en eee yg — - 
— 


When the abbeſs gave me leave to ſee the in- 
terior part of the convent, I remember, ſome 
country clergy who had dined with us, made a 

puſh. 
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puſh to be admitted, when he male - anſwer, c? 


eſt pas utile; by which I found, that the Superior 
has a diſcretionary. power to admit even our ſex, 


when neceſſary; ſuch asphy/icians, ſurgeons, artificers 
of all kinds, and frangers, who come to ſearch. 
after antiquity, and are in purſuit of any knows- - 


ledge. - 


The frontiſpiece will ſnew where the bones 
of theſe ſo very unfortunate lovers were depoſited. 


As it was by Forch-light, I could ill remark more 


than that Eloj/a appeared much taller than Abe- 


ard. A ſmall plinth of brick or ſtone, preſerved : 
the bones from being trampled on: and the 25. 
tial vault, in which they were depoſited, being 


ſmall, ſeemed much crowded. 


Before I arrived at this manſion of the dead, , 
they ſhewed me all the vaulted part of the former 
church, and private chapel, which were now well 
filled with wine: magazines of this kind are often 
erected, even for ſale, where convents are not 


wealthy enough in lands, or public fock, to ſup- 
port themſelves. And in couutries where vine is 


not the manufacture, they have reſort to Soarders, 
| or 


Ii 
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or pen/roners, to maintain themſelves; the value 
of money being altered, as in all countries. In 
this convent are only twenty-two ſiſters- 


I ſhall trouble you, fir, with no other parti- 
culars; they may eaſily be gueſt at. What tranſ- 
cripts of inſcriptions, and ceremonious papers, in 
the regiſter of the convent, I had from St. Romain» 


I left with my late friend Dr. Birch---His death 


prevented my ever obtaining them again---Not 
that I ſet any value on them and, indeed, had 
they been ſuch, ſhould not have refus'd, as I had 
obligations to him, to the late Dr. Szukely, and Dr, 
Sharpe, for electing the duke Callean, prince of 
the empire, and lord fleward of the court at 
Manheim, a Fellow of the Royal Society at my 
firſt requeſt--- 


The Pere St. Romain concluded his bene- 
volence by attending me part of the way to 
Troyes, one of the capitals of Champagne; and 
from whence the Troyes-weight originally was 
named-- 


-—-l mall conelude this to yourſelf, ſir, with a 
line of Milton's, which will better nrove how + 
eagerly 
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eagerly we all wiſh to ſee you in et ee 
; ** a delay !--- 


Thou, to mankind, be good and Jn ſtill— 
65. 1 oft”, return 


1 Am, Sin K. 
(Wich all gratitude) 
Your moſt affectionate, &c: 
Ba 


ba APT7 2 
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